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A love you just don\'t know 


Author's Notes: 
This was originally written back in 2008 but with various revisions since that time; it was originally part of a 


larger work titled \"Jacaranda\" 


Set primarily in [188-89 when it was known that Chris was going off the deep end with drug use since 


relocating to Los Angeles, interspersed with past events from Trevor\'s life. 


When he closed his eyes against the light - the same sun which shone everywhere in the world - the land he 
could see within had hills of blue-purple, a distinctive colour only found in a few places. Opened again there was 
only brown and green, mostly brown 

Brown land, brown sky. 


The sun was always the same. A reason to roost here..London was too cold 


But Los Angeles accepted everyone, as long as you could endure the indifference to your ambition. Even those 


who had achieved a great deal looked out on the glittering precipice and saw nothing celebratory, only a 


taunting reminder of what might eventually be lost if you didn't make it up the mountain in time. 
Jacaranda, | need you 


When Trevor felt homesick he knew there was really no cure save to be miserable for a while. No affection 
through either means: honored or secretive. A divided heart has to learn to work together, somehow. But 


things were changing, maybe one day he could go home again. 


He stopped himself, with a twist of his mouth into a wry grin, as if he'd eaten something sour. Cant go back fo 
that place where | didn’t know any better. 


Shelley hated the bush, which grandly occupied a corner of their veranda, said she was tired of forever 
sweeping away the fallen blossoms. He held one in his hand as he drank tea, looking out over the hills and the 
cars and the buildings in the distance through the smog. He rubbed his calloused thumb against the silky 
purple trumpet and tried to think of good things. There were lots of good things, truly: he was surrounded by 
them. But to look at the blossom, which would soon be withered and discarded, reminded him that he didn't 
possess a talent for contentment..there was always something prodding him onward, there was always... 
someone he yearned to meld with. The Jozi boy forever inside him wanted to be special And once rewarded for 
being special, it was difficult to just be, in the aftermath of success. 


"Trev! What time are you leaving?" a voice called from inside. Shelley seemed eager, of late, to get him out of 
the house. He supposed it was difficult to get on with things while he sat around, moping. Even Ryan was 
avoiding him, far more interested in his toys and the television than his father's sullen mood. 

"Now-now. Going to take a shower." 

"Go on, then. | need to go to the shops, so you get ready first." 

He bridled at being ordered about, but Shelley truly was the authority at home; they had agreed and he had 
to accept it. To suddenly appear and undo all her carefully maintained routines was not acceptable, he 
understood that. Trevor went into the house, finding Ryan in the living room among a welter of stuffed 


animals, the Muppets bouncing wildly on the television screen. 


"Daddy play!" his child commanded upon seeing him, pointing towards the grand piano on the other side of the 


room. 


"A command performance, eh? Hmm.." Trevor sat down at the piano and played "Mary Had A Little Lamb" and 
"Three Blind Mice," harmonizing with his son who then threw a stuffed rabbit at him. 


"Oi, it's [976 all over again!" Trevor declared, laughing. 


"No baby songs!" Ryan exclaimed. 


Trevor made a comical face, then banged out "Bad" as his son did his best moonwalk and Trevor sang you know 


he's bad, he's bad, he's really really bad in falsetto. Ryan fell over onto the carpet, laughing and pointing. 


"Hey bubeleh, Dad's got to go, right? Be good for your mum today." He gave his son a raspberry on his belly, 
prompting a shriek of delight, then a kiss on the forehead. 


In the shower he dawdled, standing with his face in the water, as various images came and went, and steadily 
stroked his cock in a rhythm prompted by past place and time. An absent kiss given to his wife as he 
departed, dressed and coiffed for another day as rock star, trying to find another niche to inhabit now that 


everyone had scattered in the wake of recriminations and long-lived feuds. 


All but one. Waiting for him to crave the feeling. Like the thick honeyed smell when he stepped outside in the 


morning, enveloping him in longing for..secrets 


After the obligatory rounds at the management office, Trevor met his new producer for lunch at an Italian 
restaurant in North Hollywood. He was informed it was the same restaurant in which the other had nearly 
witnessed the two minds which had created one of the greatest records of all time come to blows over 


spaghetti bolognaise. 

Trevor shook his head with a rueful grin. "Getting in a big row, it's hard to avoid, usually.” 

"Heard you guys had some huge ones over the last record?" 

Bob Ezrin was one of those dramatic speakers who tended to wave his hands around a lot and enforce certain 
phrases with loud emphasis. Trevor felt tired all of a sudden. He hadn't been sleeping well, usually awake by 3 
AM with a painful erection and thoughts which tormented him in his forebrain even after he had relieved 


himself of familiar pressure. 


"We fight all the time, it doesn't matter what it's about. That's why we're taking a break now, so we don't 
actually kill one another." 


He was guarded, it was their typical strategy: no matter how divisive the situation, present a united front to 
the rest of the world. But this wasn't about the band. He could let go of the band for a while, and yet..it was 
an anchor comforting in its' weight. 

"Is tough, | know, for someone like you who knows what he wants. Tough to get other people to agree." 


Its not that..not really. More like -" 


He paused. It was so hard to trust people, Trevor thought. He had learned that lesson fifteen years ago and 


the passage of time only re-enforced the caution He couldn't even begin to explain what made it all work, but 


when it did..he thought about it every day, the moments it had worked perfectly. He pushed the pasta around 
on his plate, his eyes lifted to look at the burgundy liquid in his glass, a prism though which he would see the 


moonlight. 


Moonlight in his glass, he laughed to think of it. Drunk on the moon, never mind what they were actually 
drinking. They had been bickering, Chris was at his most stubborn in insisting on the use of certain riffs, things 
which Trevor couldn't immediately figure out how to elaborate upon. Jon didn't seem particularly interested in 
anyone's ideas but his own. But he had only appeared for a short time then jetted off again, leaving the others 
to continue as if he had agreed to everything..which they knew very well he wouldn't once he'd heard it all. So 
long nights of playing playing playing till Fish would either shrug in agreeance or fix him with that steel green- 
eyed stare which meant / don't like it and you cant make me Ike if. 


Trevor was beginning to learn the limits of regard. The one moment in which your deity fails you..and nothing 


ever is quite the same. 


Had he been craving romance? He could concede, he supposed, that he had a longing for it. A phrase in his 
head for months which he finally began to work out, its' definitive interpretation on more than one level, 


applying to more than one person. 


Love will find a way 
if you want it fo. 


He was still sickly fascinated with how he had ended up in this place. 


Not the castle..the castle was his idea. His friend showed him pictures and he had swooned at the thought of 
playing music in a place like that. Surrounded by the well-manicured park and the town, the Alps and the 
charm of Northern Italy..he thought he might indulge a particular fantasy simply by being there. They had 
stood at the top of the tower, lights dotting the landscape below, the moon in his glass of wine and he was 


moments away from saying something foolish. Chris was a bit blasé, sighing in crisp air. 
"Yes, it's lovely, but the thought of another medieval fortress gives me pause. | miss my house.” 


Despite the turn in fortune other things had crumbled. Trevor swallowed the moon and turned to kiss his fishy 


sovereign. 
"l'm sorry. | thought if | borrowed a castle it would cheer you up." 


The chiming of glass falling to the ground, glittering shards in cold light, as he was pulled and crushed and large 
long-fingered hands sunk into his hair, stroked the back of his neck and down his spine. It was dark and even 
with intrusion one would not immediately spy two desperate secretive people who would never be able to fully 


articulate their attraction, save that it seemed fated as the most doomed of enterprises always were. 


" What?" 


"Like -" he paused, took a sip of wine. " - communicating. Effectively." 
His producer nodded solemnly. "That's why | think it's important for us to talk every day before we start. So 


that we're in the same car, y'know? You drive, | drive, but we're going to the same place." 
"Right." 


Trevor thought of a place he hadn't visited in 14 days. Just last night he had stood by the door leading to the 
garage, car keys in hand, heart pounding and mouth bone-dry, craving someone he had no right and no reason 
to desire..but it was too late to be virtuous. Even as he returned the keys to a peg on the wall and fetched a 
beer from the refrigerator, wondering what was on the telly..what could possibly turn his mind from the 


gnawing obsession. 

He'd had too much fun, that's what he told himself. To come home and be sedate, be centered, get to work 
once again, but this time on his own terms..it was too much to expect that he would immediately fall into the 
routine without complaint. And so for two weeks of pre-production planning he had made himself miserable by 
refusing contact. The food and the wine before him now, while not the same (and not that palatable, truth be 
told), opened the gates of mania (delirium, he corrected)..he felt himself shaking. 

Ezrin began another story and Trevor cut him off, as politely as possible. 


‘I've got to meet my family, sorry to rush off." 


The other grinned, waved a hand. "No problem, really. But we're meeting at one tomorrow, remember? To go 


over the schedule." 

"Right. I'll see you there." 

It was all a blur until he pulled into a certain driveway, a yellow Lotus Elan parked at a nearly impossible angle 
by the entrance. Trevor squinted in sunlight and regarded the house. All was silent on the grounds. He rang the 
bell but there was no answer, so he tried the knob and the door swung open. 

"Stupid," he muttered, but from the way Chris had parked the car, Trevor was amazed he hadn't found the 
other passed out in the bushes. He called out but again no response. Feeling panic he sprinted up the stairs and 
opened the door to the master suite. The form buried in bedclothes suddenly shifted and groaned. 


"Christ on a crutch, Trev, what are you shouting for?" Chris grumbled, then put a pillow over his head 


"Thought you were dead," Trevor chided, joining him in the bed above the covers. 


"That would be a mercy at this point” 

"What did you do last night?" 

"Weren't you there?" 

Trevor looked at Chris‘ tousled hair - all he could see - with amazement. "No. Haven't seen you in two weeks." 
"Coulda sworn you were there." 

"Where?" 

"Can't remember." 

ks he doing this to cope? Like Im coping? 

He got up off the bed and went into the bathroom, retrieving aspirin and a glass of water. 


"Here," he offered upon his return. 


Chris sat up, and Trevor nearly laughed to see he was still fully-clothed. The other swallowed the aspirin with 


a grimacing sip of water. 

"All of it, Fishy.” 

Chris drank the remainder of the water and sank back down on the bed with a groan. 
"Need a fry-up." 

"ll take you to Tiny Naylor's but you can't go like that. You smell terrible." 


Chris sniffed pointedly at himself then Trevor. "Of course you are the epitome of well-groomed -" His voice 


trailed off as he put his hands on his head. "Why are you making me talk?!" he suddenly demanded, 
Trevor laughed. "I had to bathe today. Meetings, y'know." 

"| need a fucking drink" 

"Why dont you have a swim?" 


"Only if you go with me." 


Trevor couldn't see a reason to decline, he had deliberately left a pair of trunks in his size in the cabana. And 
he wanted a sober (or as sober as he could get) Fish. Chris left a trail of clothes as they came downstairs 
and out into the back, finally shedding skivvies and falling into the pool. Trevor watched for a moment, slipping 
out of his trainers and unbuttoning his shirt, thinking he might have to rescue the other, when Chris finally 
surfaced, spouting water. 

"Ah yes, that's better." 

Trevor walked towards the cabana barefoot and jeans-clad. 

"Where you going?" 

"Put my trunks on" 

"Don't be a tease. Just get in here." 

Half-afraid someone would see, he nonetheless complied. Trevor realized he had missed that..having someone 
else as forceful as he was around. They tread water in the deep end, grinning at one another, the significance 
of the action not lost on either participant. 

"Are you expecting any visitors?" 

"Did you lock the door when you came in?" 

"Yeah." 

"Good." 

Chris swam to the shallow end and hauled himself into the Jacuzzi, turning on the jets. Trevor took his time 
getting to the other side but then merely rested his arms on the barrier between the two, lazily kicking his 
feet behind him. He loved the way the water felt against his body, but Shelley was skittish about skinny dipping 
now. 

"You're still teasing, c'mon then" 


"But this is nice too. ‘Sides, don't think you're sober enough yet.” 


Chris suddenly stood up, the water sluicing off his broad body, grasping his cock. "Does this look sober to 


you?" 
Trevor pulled himself up and over, gasping at the change in temperature. "I'd say ‘sober’ isn't quite the word" 


They kneeled in the center, desire made easy by water, and as he was roughly handled - wincing at his lover's 


impatient hunger but demanding it all the same - Trevor's mind returned to a purple flower stroked 
obsessively as he pictured what was now happening: lying half out of the bubbling pool as Chris fucked him, 
and then they were both moaning, expletives mixed with endearments. 

"See what happens when you abandon me?" Chris whispered, panting in Trevor's ear. "I'm a mess." 

And so am | oh God. so am | 


"You're sorted out now, I'd say. Ahhh -" 


The sting of withdrawl, and they left the water quickly. The spreading stain would be cleaned away, no 


explanation required. They fetched towels from the cabana and returned to the house. 

‘lm not really hungry, are you?" 

Trevor shook his head. "Had lunch with Ezrin. Pasta and war stories." 

"Let's just -" 

“All right" 

They drank beer and talked, lying in bed, their hands in a constant quest for the other's skin At one point 
Chris simply turned him around and sunk in his teeth in the back of Trevor's neck..not hard, more like when a 
dog picks up a favorite object in comfort. Then slippery fingers up his anus and an equally slippery prick. 
"There isn't enough pussy in all of Hollywood to take my mind off you, boy." 

Trevor nearly came right at that moment, to hear the obsession stated so raw, so naked. So honest. They 
were rarely honest with one another now, as if to speak the truth of their feelings would cause everything to 
collapse around them. 

Because it surely would. 

Ezrin kept telling him, like a mantra: My job is to make you the best you can be. Stubbornly his client continued 
to think / can fucking well manage that on my own, thanks ever so. It wasn't Ezrin so much as the thought that 
the label didn't trust him enough to do it on his own. That he couldn't have a hit without someone else holding 
his hand. 

The other had listened to all the demos Trevor had made during the Big Generator tour, staying up all night in 


his hotel room, thrumming with a mix of ambition, intrigue, adrenaline, alcohol, cocaine, caffeine and nicotine. 


Some of the songs he couldn't remember writing, others came back to him in a painful immediacy. 


"Trevor, there's plenty of great material, but..there's no hit single." 

There had been plenty of whispers among the extended clan of associates in regards to his arrogance. Push 
the wrong button and you'd see it: the glare of the wunderkind who wasn't used to being questioned in his own 
domain. Trevor would admit he had been spoiled in the past - having the run of Jo'burg and he the most 
special son - but he had worked very hard since to be perceived as a good guy. Someone easy to like. Not 
above a little seduction in order to achieve the goal. Everyone could be seduced, it was only a matter of 
observing then acting upon the weakness. But only enough to get his way, there was no room in his blueprint 
for entanglements 

But no one else's seduction had ever truly worked on him..till the voice he heard on the other end of the 
phone, a call coming as he still seethed over his producer's blithe proclamation at eight o'clock on a Wednesday 
night, everyone departed for the day as he sat at the piano in the live room and attempted to write a hit. 
"Trev! Trev, can you hear me?" 

Trevor held the receiver away from his ear, rolling his eyes with bemusement. 

"Yes Fish, no need to deafen me." 

‘Sorry, its rather loud in here." 

"Where?" 

‘On The Rox. Why doncha come for a drink, hmm? You're not too far, are you?" 

| hate that place, its full of arse-lickers! Smarmy bastards and their plastic bitches." 

"Well we won't be drinking with any of them, dear. C'mon, you've been there all day, wot?" 

Chris had started calling around two, whining that he was bored. Trevor didn't know if he was horrified or 
aroused by the thought of abandoning the session to go shut him up for a while. But he held him off with 
promises of a later rendezvous. 

"Thought you were going to wait for me at the house." 

"A man has to eat, doesn't he? Dweezil took me to Hamburger Hamlet then we came here." 

Trevor sighed. "Well you've got someone to amuse you, what do you need me for?" 


A shocked gasp. "Are you jealous?" 


Trevor ignored the taunt. "Why don't you all go next door, not so much wankery at the Rainbow." 


"But we're having a good time, c'mon!" 


His Fish sounded nearly snockered and a sudden desire to come to his rescue seized the other, sighing into the 


receiver. "I'll be there shortly, alright? Save me some vodka" 


Chris’ raucous drunken laughter came in reply and Trevor felt an itch under his skin, along his spine. This is 


how people get into trouble, when the party is never over. 


There was a brief hassle at the door when the bouncer failed to recognize him, then some record company 
flunky came along and exclaimed "Dude, this is Trevor Rabin! He wrote Owner of a Lonely Heart" The bouncer 


eyed him with LA blasé contempt. 

"| hate that fucking song." 

Trevor chewed the side of his cheek and repeated his own mantra. 

nocokenocokenocoke 

Though he wanted some very badly to take his mind off the petty shite which was piling up all around him. 
The band didn't fight when they got high, that was a mercy of cocaine, though the fights came the next day 
when everyone was strung out and hung over. He vowed to himself once home that there would be no more 
of that, he had work to do, he wanted to get on with his own career again, though he could never express it in 
such a way to the others. They imagined they owned him, but he knew they depended on him. When Trevor 
had called Alan about playing on the record the other was happy to hear from him, saying he felt strange 
waking up in the same bed every morning. And yet, these guys were long-time road warriors, why had this 


tour been so different? 


He knew why it had been different for him. He and Chris had become so tangled up in one another, willing to let 


the obsession bloom.. 

purple flowers, heavy on the stem, falling to the ground 

Passing through the room filled with flashy people in ridiculous clothes, laughing loudly at their own vacuous 
stupidity, he came around the other side of the bar to where his Fish commandeered a table, talking to some 
guy he didn't recognize. A half-empty bottle of vodka sat between them. 

"TREV!" Chris exclaimed, looking up. "Where ya been, my bru?!" 


Trevor rolled his eyes, taking a seat. "Never teaching you any slang again" 


"Hey Trevor, excellent to meet you," the stranger said, holding out his hand. Trevor shook it, and felt a strange 


frisson..the guy rather looked like him, didn't he? 

"This is Dweezil Zappa, kiddo! He's a big fan!" Chris enthused, patting the other on the back 
"Pleasure. You've got quite the pedigree, don't you?" 

The other smiled wide and nodded, suddenly shy, then was hailed from across the room 
"Dweez, dude, c'merel" 


"l'Il be back," he said, rising from his seat. Trevor slid a cigarette from Chris' pack of Players and opened one 


of the matchbooks lying on the table. "Where'd you meet him?" 

"At my gym. He recognized me straightway, even" 

Trevor smirked, exhaling smoke and shaking out the match. "You're an easy mark, Fish." 

Chris took a drag on his own cigarette, raising an eyebrow. "What are you suggesting, Young Trevor?" 
"That you enjoy being admired. Fish, you didn't even get me a fucking glass!" 


"Oil" Chris yelled in the direction of the bar. "Can someone get this man a glass, please? He's a big fucking star, 
he is." 


"Fuck off!" they yelled at one another simultaneously, then laughed. A waitress brought Trevor a glass and he 


poured himself a measure of vodka then knocked it back. 


"Gah!" he exclaimed, then coughed. Trevor poured and took another sip and felt the ice of caution shift within, 
he couldn't drink too much or it would melt. And certainly no blow. Absolutely not. In fact, as he spied a 
suspicious-looking vial on the table among crumpled napkins and matchbooks and labels peeled from beer 


bottles he knew he couldn't stay. 


"Hey," he said, lowering his voice and leaning forward. "Why don't | take you home, hmm? Thought we were 


gonna be alone." 
Chris laughed. "Mr. Rabin are you trying to seduce me?" 


Trevor wouldn't be swayed by flippancy. "C'mon Fish," he said, with a particular tone he knew was familiar to 
the other. He sat back, letting his gaze sink into those (now bloodshot) green eyes, as he took a drag on his 
cigarette. This was a familiar stand-off: Chris enjoyed sexual intrigue, but he also enjoyed holding up the bar. 
So Trevor had taken to waiting for his appearance, after a few hours of Jack-The-Lad, to demand his 


attention. 


‘Put down your mistress and serve your master, boy. “ 
He would look up from his guitar, just the slightest hint of a pout upon a mouth he knew was desired 
"Thought the Master didnt want to play with me. But she always does." 


He kissed the headstock of his beloved Strat, which won him a growl and a throaty command fo come hither. But 


if his Fish knew he was being manipulated, he never acknowledged the ruse. 
"You c'mon! We're having a good time here!" 

Trevor looked around at the others in the room. "Who are these people?" 
"Friends of Dweezil's. That pudgy fellow is a comedian, he's hysterical." 


"You wanna get wired up the arse, that's your lot, Fish. But I'm not having it now, | told you. Got to be on time 
and on form, every day. Want this record to be good, y'know?" 


"What the fuck am | supposed to do with myself, then? Can't see the girls because Nikki's lawyers have 
thrown up this great fucking wall of legalities. Nobody's returning my calls - not even Alan!" 


Trevor suddenly stared at him, his mouth slightly agape. "Chris, Alan is off sailing to Hawaii, you know that. We 
had dinner a month ago and he told us about it." 


But instead of clarity there was only sodden confusion Now that Trevor was sober in such a circumstance he 


could see what Jon was always complaining about, when he referred to Chris as The Pickled Prat. 

'|.don't -" Chris took a drink, lit another cigarette, sniffed loudly. 

Trevor took one last drag, thinking of a particular performance which had gone well. He watched the smoke of 
his exhale rise towards the ceiling, recalling afterwards how he had been peeling off his jacket, reaching for a 
towel, when suddenly he was grabbed from behind and held tightly. He was startled until he felt the bite on 
the side of his neck, just the slightest pressure of teeth..being sucked, tasted, but not hard enough to show. 
"You and me," a voice whispered in his ear. "We're something, aren't we?" 

"Yeah," he sighed, delirious in the knowledge. 

Trevor looked at his watch. 


"Let me take you home and I'll blow your fucking mind for a few hours. You'll sleep like a baby." 


"Couldn't possibly sleep," Chris muttered, then sniffed again. 


‘I've got to go," Trevor said, standing up. "Let me know when you want some other kind of fun, okay?" 
"Don't you look down your haughty nose at me, boy! You were right there with me, every fucking night -" 
"Past tense, Mr. Squire. Not going to fight with you. In fact, I'd rather we were doing something else entirely.’ 


Trevor walked away before those eyes weakened him, as they always did He drove around for a while, 
drumming his fingers on the steering wheel, listening to a rough mix of the day's work. It did nothing to 


distract or calm him. 
Should have just dragged him away. Done it before. Didnt try hard enough 


But why should he? Either Chris wanted him or he didn't. But certain substances did come between friends. 
Money. Ambition. Drugs. The situation was taking a turn for the cliched and that was one thing Trevor swore 
he would never be. He was still manic when he arrived home, kissing sleeping occupants and taking a shower to 


relax, masturbating under hot water. Even so, he continued to berate himself. 
You know how you feel He needs you 


Sometimes Shelley helped him fall asleep, just listening to her breathe, feeling her warmth in the bed..but he 
watched the numbers change on the bedside clock, saw the sky lighten gradually through the window, and 
craved weight and skin and sting and itch and lust..heady lust driven by a circumstance which - the more he 
thought about it - might never be replicated exactly the same again. 


Sitting up at five AM, rubbing his eyes and pulling at his hair, he understood why Chris couldn't stop. There 
was no haven for him, no safety net. And they were each in the mind of the other, always. 


He closed his eyes and could recall the shivery delight of being devoured. 


Don't stop. 


Trevor had always written about emotion - people were driven by the need to connect, and he wanted to write 
about those topics which people could connect with. Whatever the motivation - good or bad - there was a 
tendency toward simplification at times. He had learned many things from Mutt, and one of them was that it 
didn't matter what the words were as long as they fit the music tightly. Something which could be sung along 
to as the melody sunk into memory. It struck him as interesting that Jon possessed the same philosophy, but 


his was a higher articulation 
‘Love, yes, love is a worthy subject. But think of love as something more than just between two people." 


And he could comprehend - in a vague sort of way - but generally the voice of his lyrical muse spoke to one 


person. That person used to be fictional, just as he, the speaker, was also a character. But lately his output 
was distinctly personal. When Jon had asked Trevor to write about young love - in contrast to the lyrics he 
himself had written about violence - Trevor had used the template of his own teenage romance to do so, 


recalling the first time he and Shelley had driven to the shore, all alone, no one to know what they would do. 
The first time. 


purple sik 
The first time 


he had been kissed by lps he never expected to know, and he felt the same as anyone did to feel his own kiss.. 
yielding completely to the imperative of desire 


The first time 

„he had ever felt less than sure about anything, unaccustomed to compromise. 

The flower was already wilting around the edges. He plucked another one from the bush just as his true love 
brought him more tea. She sat down beside him, pouring herself a cup, and he placed the flower behind her 
ear. 

"Ugh, don't want those dirty things in my hair!" 


He removed it with just the slightest grimace. "Purple suits you." 


"Trev, really, can't we put that thing somewhere else? Ryan keeps bringing the flowers into the house and | 
find them everywhere." 


He stared at the blossom. "Do you remember the first time we talked? We walked to the Civic Gardens?" 


Shelley smiled. "I remember you went on and on about how much you loved to play guitar and | hardly said a 


word." 

"| would have let you." 

"I know. | was too shy. Everyone was, with you." 

"The trees were in bloom, it was like walking on a purple carpet. You had flowers in your hair." 
"And you took them out" 


"I was going to kiss you." 


"Good thing you didn't, | probably would have screamed" 
"Oh goodness, Shel. Never pegged you for a screamer." 


The enduringly patient wife smacked the arm of her rock star husband. "Prat! Come inside and distract the 
kiddo for a bit, please. | need to make a shopping list and he always gets underfoot.” 


"Cookie," Trevor intoned, in an intimation of their son "Cookie cookie cookie." 

"Did you teach him that?" 

"No, he learnt it from the telly!" 

‘Mmm hmm." She turned with a toss of blonde hair and moved through the doorway. 

"I swear it, Shell On my second-best girll" 

"You swear everything on that guitar, you'd think it was the Torah!" 

As they continued teasing one another - standing inside the house their relationship had built - Trevor 
reminded himself to be thankful he had found someone he could trust. Because he couldn't trust himself at 
that moment, or any other of late. But just as he could perform when he didn’t want to, he also could honor 
his responsibilities when all he wanted to do were exactly the things he shouldn't. 

Late morning, his Fish looking irritated and bored, sighing dramatically at his appearance. 

"Here | am, you'd think | was a dog, telling me to ‘stay." 

Trevor smiled, what their manager once referred to as the "megawatt" smile, taking a seat on the sofa next 
to his bandmate, running a finger along the other's arm as a familiar large hand came to rest on his thigh, 
Squeezing. 

"Oh Fishy, | rearranged my schedule just for you, y'know." 

"Expect me to grovel, do you? Like the girls who screamed for you on the barricades?" 

Chris was damaged, Trevor could see it now. For years, from the beginning of their relationship, he had been 
overwhelmed by the other's charisma, humour, and ability, his regard a fountain of secretive worship. But now 
his lover was diminished as a result of his second ascendancy, for reasons Trevor might never be able to 


comprehend. 


But he couldn't stop thinking about how Chris needed him now, and how much he enjoyed the twist of fate. 


‘I've never seen you grovel, might look rather nice." 
tll be a cold day in - hold on, did you bring a picnic basket?" 


Trevor stood up, walking over to the chair where he had placed the item upon arriving. "With a bottle of that 


wine you liked when we were in Caramate." 

"Yeah? Aren't you a darling, always trying to take me on picnics." 

"Well | figured you didn't have anything in the fridge -" 

"No, | don't," Chris replied, chuckling. 

" — so we can just relax, have a little nosh, you and me." 

"Why are you so sweet to me? I've been rather insufferable, haven't |?" 

"No more than usual, my Fish." 

Trevor went into the kitchen and looked through the cabinets till he managed to find some wine glasses, dusty 
with disuse. He rinsed out a pair and returned to the living room; Chris had already uncorked the bottle of 
wine. 

"Only one, Trev? Who do you think you're dealing with?" 

Trevor chuckled. "I'm hoarding it, dear. Its a souvenir, for me." 

Chris poured generously into the glasses. "To -" 


"To us," Trevor said quietly, touching his glass to the other's. 


Chris seemed to scrutinize him at that moment, seemingly surprised at the sentiment. Then he smiled, the 


smile which Trevor knew was emotionally honest. 


"Cheers, midear," he replied, and they drank..then in unison, as if driven by the same impulse, they set down 
their glasses and came together, in sloppy kisses and enthusiastic groping, falling back on the couch, moaning 


quietly and breathing hard. 


Security used codenames for Yes - each band member assigned a man who tracked him to and from the 


stage, in and out of the venue - and after the first tour Trevor tired of the sobriquet Chris had selected. At 


the production rehearsal run-through he finally put his Nike-clad foot down. 
"No more ‘Whiz Kid! If you hadn't noticed, I'm thirty-three now, for God's sake." 


"Oi, our kiddo is a man now, isn't he?" Chris mocked, looking over at Alan, who clasped his drumstick-laden 


hands to his chest and looked wistful. 
"They grow up so fast, they do." 


"Sod of fl" Trevor yelled, with a smile. "I'm serious, though. The first one calls me that is getting a headstock in 
the bloody kisser!" 


"Okay Trevor, so..." 
"Jacaranda," the other answered, without hesitation. 


His bandmates shrugged, aware of why he would choose that word, even as their Director of Security looked 
vaguely confused but agreed to his client's request. 


The decision led Chris to begin using it as a nickname all through the tour. There was many a night - making 
the rounds of the clubs, buzzed on blow and booze and laughing hysterically at their own insular humour - 
that Chris would lean into his pet, their bodies tangled with the excuse of inebriated intimacy, whispering 
things..some of them sweet, some of them decidedly obscene, some of them equal amounts of each. 

"Oh Jacaranda, aren't you the loveliest flower..take me home and I'll pluck you and suck you and -" 

Fish, hush!" He was never too far gone, if anything, coke made Trevor just the slightest bit paranoid. 

"Trying to woo you, prat. My secret sweetheart" 

Trevor's heart would seemingly ache, to hear such things. Because it mirrored what he now felt, developing 
over time, from what he considered to be lustful admiration into..something deeper and more addictive. The 
connection they possessed from the outset had eroded somewhat during the making of the record, squabbling 
over songs, but now that they were free of the burden and off the leash they entwined tighter than before. 
"You're just gonna pass out when we get back." 

"Nol" Chris insisted, insulted at the suggestion. "And if you don't shut it | will cripple you, boy.” 


Trevor smiled, sitting back to light another cigarette. "We'll see, Fishy mine." 


Chris‘ mouth to his ear, leaning in again with all his weight, hands beneath the table seeking an already 


hardening cock. "And you're mine, aren't you? My flower," he sighed, squeezing Trevor's crotch. 


Why cant I say what | want to? Id just say | was drunk..but he would know | wasn’t. He always knows. He's doing 


this on purpose, to make me sip. 
"Fish! Someone's gonna see you!" 
Chris laughed loudly. "Don't you get it, kiddo? That's the joke! They already have!" 


He was referring to their onstage demeanor, which Trevor was aware people found confusing yet titillating, and 


for which the two never bothered to offer an explanation, one way or another. 
"Not quite the same thing, | wager." 


But Chris was insistent, and the others were occupied with various hangers-on and their own diminished 


capacities. It was often as if a bubble surrounded the two, a barrier no one else could hope to penetrate. 
"Jacaranda, you can't resist me." 


Trevor closed his eyes, tried to compose his expression into a mere smile, rather than the swoon he felt. He 
always wondered how distanced the others were - from their own emotions and from the strife which never 
seemed to fully dissipate - it was a state he could never attain He had feelings, feelings which tortured him 
constantly. He swiveled his head so that he too could whisper seductively. 


‘Oh Fishy, you know | can't." 

And to see Chris! smug grin in response..was it the power play which spurred him on? Or was the dance of 
intrigue and authority merely the fagade which hid other considerations? Just as their playful theatrics 
onstage were actually the methodology in which they could express the delirious tension which arose whenever 
they played together, both adoring the other's prowess and their combined mastery. 

Was it..no, he wouldn't say that word. Wouldn't even think it. At least not at the moment. There was plenty of 


time tomorrow, dozing on and off during travel, to let the word infect him even as he cursed himself for a 


fool. 

Ezrin loved the chord sequence Trevor came up with, and the melody for the chorus. Only the refrain had 
been written in terms of lyrics - 

something you can hold on to 


- but it made his producer nod emphatically and smile. 


"Now that's a hook, Trev! Brilliant!" 


‘One tries," Trevor quipped, though he had to stop himself from grimacing in a satiric fashion He could damn 
well shit hooks if he desired, but it was about what motivated him, what came out of him when he was moved 
to be creative. He wasn't a machine, though he made things look easy enough to fool people into thinking he 


was. 


Not cold, not at all. Especially as he was writing songs about himself, and the people in his life. Ezrin didn't like 
Trevor's narrative songs particularly (with the inherent prejudice of someone who was used to working with 
conceptualists), though he had fought for at least one of them to be used, but he had been forced to plunder 


his past for material. 

"Haven't you ever written a..you know?" 

A smirk twisted his lush mouth, faintly mocking. 
"No Bob, | don't know." 

"World music, y'know, like where you're from." 


Trevor forced himself not to roll his eyes. Thanks to Paul Simon, now South African music was all the rage - 
as it should be, he wholeheartedly believed - but to include something of that nature would only make him look 
like a bandwagon-jumper, not a trailblazer. And he was actually from Jo'burg, he knew it better than anyone. 
He had been playing and producing that type of music long before anyone in the Western world found it 
fashionable. 


"Yes, I've written stuff like that. Fifteen years ago." 

"Well, | think it would be great for you to acknowledge your history, y'know? Tell it like it was." 
“Still is." 

“Sure, sure. So think about it, okay?" 

He wasn't going to fight, he'd had enough of fighting for a lifetime. "Okay." 


Trevor was always the first to arrive, last to leave. The assistant engineers were a little afraid of him, they 
were used to artists who had no idea how to run a desk, and when their client called them on their mistakes 
they were equal amounts feared and respectful. They stayed out of his way as he fiddled with takes, making 
minute adjustments, listening over and over again to determine what worked. He'd look up, after a few hours of 
such an activity, to find everyone had gone. The further into the project he was, the more his baby demanded 
his time and attention. The music was ever in his mind, even as a certain person was also there..his close 


friend wondering how the other might survive on his own with nothing to keep him focused, no one to look 


after him. 


A typical post-coital scene: two people lying in bed, smoking, sweat and traces of bliss upon their faces..but 
two people who could never acknowledge any of the impulses and circumstances which had brought them to 
this very place: now, then, and in the future. 

"Almost over, can't believe it." 

"Why, because it was shorter? We all agreed to that.” 

"| didn't agree." 


"Then why did you say ‘yes?" 


"You all outvoted mel" Chris shifted in the bed, moving away from Trevor. But the other reached out and 


stroked his arm. 

"C'mon now, we do need a rest. We're not like you, can't keep just soldiering on" 

Chris snorted. "You're not going to rest, | know what you're on about" 

"The record, y'mean? But you could do that too, if you wanted. | mean, you have before." 
"I don't write well on my own anymore." 

"Gonna go back to London?" 


"Why? So everyone can gossip behind my back about the divorce? And where would | stay? The house is sold, 
don't even have my old flat.” 


"Why don't you come to LA then?" 
"Why?" Chris looked over with a sharply quizzical look 


"Why not? You like it, don't you?" But those eyes were unnerving him, Trevor took a nervous drag, looking 
away from the insistent gaze. 


"Why?" 


He wants you to fell him. Hell use it against you, maybe even make you regret it later, but he wants to hear it 
from your lips. 


"Because | want you to. You and me and Alan, all on the same coast." 


Chris ground out his cigarette and moved to his pet, pulling him flush. "You want me to? You..want..me -' 
"Yes Fish, | want you. Haven't | been saying that for five years now?" 

‘In your life..entire? Because that's rather a different thing than -" 

"You're already in my life. My life is completely different now, it's everything, and its you, it's always you." 
"You say that now, but -" 


Trevor sat up, frustrated with the way these conversations always turned out, Chris demurring that Trevor 


couldn't possibly be as committed as he was. 

‘Christopher Russell Edward Squire, would you shut it, please?" 

Chris paused, mouth agape, then began laughing. 

"Weird to say your given name, might be apt to confuse you wtih someore else." 

Trevor made the reverse V with a teasing smirk. "| am unforgettable, sir, and you know it" 

"You have a talent for reinvention, kiddo. | feel like a fraud" 

Trevor couldn't comprehend how Chris could even say that, much less think it. He was so incredibly talented..all 
he needed was a push and a pull in the proper direction, and he would march along, filling the landscape with 
incredible colour and sound. 


Fishy, | want you. But | don't know what else | can do to make you believe it.” 


Chris pulled him down in his embrace once more, their bodies instinctively seeking total contact. And on the 


road to ecstasy again, the answer was delivered in a breath of release. 


Jacaranda, | need you 


Having lived in Milan off and on years before doing session work, Trevor could speak a litle Italian and was 
eager to put forth his idea of going to work at the studio inside the Castello di Caramate. What he didn't count 
on was dealing with a collective who were rather jaded regarding recording in exotic locales..especially Chris, 


who was more fond of urban atmosphere in that particular regard. 


"So the staff is Italian, then?" 


"Well yes, but they all speak English too. There won't be a problem. But it has a great sound, that place, | think 


we should use it" 

"Can get any sound you like at SARM" 

Trevor grimaced. "Look Fish, | told you. | can do this. He's got great ears and ideas, | won't dispute it, but | can 
actually run a board, and | know how to get things done. | don't sit there staring off into space trying to figure 
out how to say | want this or that sound, depending on boffins to carry it out. Horn is just not technically 
proficient enough." 


"Oh don't take on so. Trevor is talented, he's proven that to me, time and again" 


His pet stepped in close, eyes widening, nostrils flaring, his tawny skin going pale. "And what am |, then? Am | 


not as talented as your precious producer?" 
"Trev, you know that's not what | meant." 
"I'd like to know what the bloody fuck you're on about then" 


Chris stared, shocked at the other's tone. He saw the steel in that pretty package - there had been prior 


hints - and damned if he wasn't rising to the occasion, distinctly aroused by his protégé's frustrated hauteur. 


‘lm saying don't dismiss Trevor out of hand, that's all. But of course | want you to do what you think is best. 
We can only benefit from such a thing.’ 


"You believe in me, then?" 

"Have | ever said otherwise?" 

"Say it. | don't want any misunderstandings." 

"| believe in you. More than | do myself, actually. Lead the way, kiddo, | trust you." 
"Absolutely? | can't do this if you dont" 


As they were alone, Chris put his forehead against the other's, his tone dropping to a seductive purr. "I need 


you, Trev, that's the bedrock bottom line. Need you like oxygen" 
"You're fucking well right, Fish, but | wasn't going to rub your nose in it." 


They laughed, at more than one interpretation of the conversation The frue bottom line was that their desire 


was enough to resolve any conflict..for now. 


Trevor was familiar with frustration over the course of his life.he couldn't say he was particularly wholly 
satisfied with anything, there was always a sliver - between his outer armor and his inner opinion - of nagging 


doubt. 


When the band held their first production rehearsals - after the whirlwind schedule of mixing, mastering, 
making videos, publicity, and attending numerous meetings regarding the tour - Trevor found himself blowing 


every cue from sheer anxiety. 


After screwing up the intro to "Changes" for the fourth time, he leaned back, put his hands on top of his head 
and yelled FUCK ME! at the ceiling of the rehearsal facility. The rest of the band looked at him, amusingly 
shocked. 


"Is that an exclamation or an invitation, Young Trevor?" Chris inquired, quirking an eyebrow. 


During recording of the album the principles had come up with nicknames for their wunderkind, to distinguish 
him from the producer. He was primarily Trev, but also Young Trevor, Whiz Kid, and sometimes merely his 


last name. He had campaigned for T.C. his initials, but the others weren't particularly keen on that one. 


Trevor looked over at Chris, grinning. He then turned and wigged his backside invitingly, which caused the 
others to begin laughing. 


"Oh my, someone jizz in your Wheaties, Trev?" Tony asked. When his bandmate fixed him with a glare, the 
other shrugged, smirking. Trevor looked over again at Chris, who was still laughing. During the subsequent 
break, he walked over and gave the other a slight shove. 


"Can't believe you laughed at that!" Trevor hissed. 


It was funny!" Chris declared. “Tony's so rarely funny, y'know." He then leaned in to whisper into his protégé's 


ear. "And you are a fucking tease." 
"You're going to be seeing a lot of my arse, Fishy. Better get used to it” 


‘Oh you'll pay, Rabin..mark my words!" Chris proclaimed as the other walked away with just the slightest swish, 


delirious with his own provocative power. 


A moment of mundane sanity..but they called it a braai Shelley had been stir-crazy of late to socialize with, as 
she put it, "proper grown-up people" among their small circle of friends. Trevor's musical compadres Lou and 
Mark and their families were invited and the groups were divided almost as soon as they arrived: the men at 
one end of the veranda by the grill, the women at the other, arranging the other dishes on the long wooden 
table, the kids in the living room, occasionally running outside to plead with their parents for attention and 


snacks. 


"This is nice," Lou noted, propping his feet up on the retaining wall and taking a pull from his beer. 

"Good weather for a braai" Trevor noted, keeping an eye on the proceedings. 

| meant it's nice to actually see you in daylight for once." 

Mark snickered in conspiratorial empathy. They were used to hanging out with their friend on a more regular 
basis during the breaks in activity, but the record had taken precedence..and playing together wasn't quite the 
same vibe. Lou noted that Trevor looked rather distracted despite the setting. 

"I thought you invited Bob too," he said, stretching in his chair. 

"No, Chris. Dunno if he's coming, though." 

"Man, that dude's a trip,” Mark interjected, handing a bowl of potato chips to his four-year-old son. "So funny.” 
Fish is Fish, there's nobody like him, thank goodness. | dunno if the world could stand more than one." 

"Dude, so are the gigs all booked? l'm getting other offers and | need to know what to turn down" Lou asked. 
"Yeah | think so. I'll ring Alex tomorrow. S'gonna be clubs mostly, | think" 

"Think you can stand it, bru?" Lou teased. “Place that doesn't even hold a thousand people?" 

Trevor flipped him off as he poked the coals. "Shell Bring me the steaks!" 

"| like small shows," Mark opined. "I like to see people." 


Trevor shrugged as Shelley brought him two platters of meat, rewarding her with a kiss. "Haven't played clubs 
in over ten years, but | expect it shouldn't be too wobbly, unless they bring things to throw at us." 


"Dude, you just throw ‘em right back," Lou said with all seriousness, and then after a beat they all began 
laughing hysterically. 


This was reality, Trevor considered. Working musicians, not spoiled rock stars. And these were the guys who 
knew and liked him when he was unknown to nearly everyone in LA, hustling - as everyone did - to succeed. He 
had often been tempted to whine about it../ used to be fucking mega! | couldnt even leave the housel.but it was 
all a matter of perspective. And in the City of the Angels you were either looking up or down. Very rarely 


could you look out, into the distance, towards whatever it was you were hoping to find. 


After focused eating and talk which shifted from current events to parenting to memories of youthful 
indiscretion, the mothers herded their broods inside against the slight chill which now filled the air, and the 


friends moved a table next to the grill for warmth, playing poker over cigars and brandy. 

"Look," Lou said, nudging Mark. "You can always tell when Trev's got good cards because he starts gloating.’ 
"Deal me two, you fucker,” Trevor replied, blowing a cloud of blue smoke towards his friend's face. 

"Soo?" 

"Man, this shit is smooth," Mark enthused, swallowing a measure of brandy. 


"Napoleon brandy," Trevor elaborated, studying his cards. "Got it out in case Fishy pops ‘round. He's very 
particular, that one." 


"Too bad he missed the grub, you can definitely burn a steak, my bru." 
"If there's one great thing the land of my birth has contributed to the world, its the braai | remember being 
devastated when | got to London to find that nobody really cooked outdoors unless they went on a caravan, 


mostly because it was too bloody cold all the time." 


"Fuck yes," Mark agreed. "I spent a week in London, like, last year, and it rained every fucking day. | couldn't live 


like that." 

"It was horrid, for so many reasons. And then of course | had to go back, ugh!" 

"But you wanted to," Lou said, raising an eyebrow. 

"Yes, well -" 

"I fold," Mark declared. "Need to piss." 

As their friend walked towards the house, Lou rearranged his cards. 

"So, you smug bastard, whaddya bet?" 

Trevor grinned behind his cigar and tossed out a ten dollar chip. 

"Ohhhh, pretty boy's feeling lucky, eh? Okay fucker, | raise." Lou threw in a twenty dollar chip. 


Trevor sat back and blew a smoke ring, mischievously considering his options. "Play like that when we do the 


tour and you'll blow your per diem every night, | promise you." 


Lou cackled, taking a draw of his own. "You spend six months fleecing the crew and now you think you're 


goddamn Johnny Chan" 


"Who's that?" 

"Guy won the big tourney in Vegas this year and last. Total shark" 

"It was something to do on the plane. Fish and | used to play for hours." 

"So why didn't he come?" 

Trevor glanced at his watch. “It's still early." 

"Early? It's after midnight, bru - what is he, a vampire now?" 

Lou could tell by the way Trevor reflexively puffed on his cigar it was a question he was afraid to answer. 
"Trev, I'm gonna give it to you straight." Lou leaned forward and scratched the back of his neck, where it met 
his shaved head, a gesture the other knew was a sign of nervousness. "There's some pretty outrageous gossip 
going around right now. About him. And you." 

"Me?" 


"Yeah. Heard tell the two of you got thrown out of the Coconut Teazer last week for getting into a brawl with 
some of the local Strip rats. Shitfaced and coked to the gills." 


Trevor looked away, dumbfounded, then back, angrily flicking the ash on his cigar. "It wasn't me, I've never been 


thrown out of any place, much less with Chris." 

"Tall dark handsome younger guy ~" 

"Oh for God's sake, it was Dweezil Zappa!" 

"Dweezil Zappa?" 

"Yeah, Fish met him ‘bout a month ago or so and they've been palling around everywhere." 

"Man, | can't understand why he would run with that crowd. Dweezil, | mean He's actually pretty talented, you 
know - well shit, look whose kid he is - and yet he's in with all those hairsprayed poseurs and shit. | just don't 
get it" 


"Chris is at loose ends right now, is all. He needs something to do.” 


"Well | hope he finds something before something finds him, if you know what | mean." 


lm trying to work up some demos for him to flesh out..its been difficult to juggle it all." 
"Now why do you have to hold his hand? You've got your own thing." 
"He's my friend, above everything.’ 


"Yeah but, some friends can be a distinct liability, you know that. Do you remember how you were when you 


came home in April?" 
"Well it was six months -" 


"No dude, don't you bullshit me, you were fractured from trying to keep up with Chris. And | know you, you 
had already been through all that shit years ago and you were done with it. So why would you fall back into 
that trap? What kind of influence are we talking about here? ‘Cause | can't see why you would want to. Trev, 
think about how hard you've worked, to get here, now. You've got it all. And if you fuck that up | swear | will 
kick your ass!" 


"Stop!" Trevor exclaimed, standing up and pulling at his hair. "I'm not a bloody cokehead, | haven't done a line in 
six months. Okay, yeah, we played really hard, but it was the only way not to fight - to get high and laugh at 
everything instead. We didn't have a choice, we had to function, get through the fucking tour so we could 
finally have some real time off. But leave Chris out of it, alright? You don't know him like | do." 

"| don't think | want to." 

"Lou, l'm serious, just shut it." 

The other felt hurt at his best friend's tone. He had never heard such dismissal, or denial. One thing Lou had 
always admired about Trevor was his sensible attitude regarding everything in life, he was that quintessential 


down-to-earth individual, even if he could be a bit arrogant at times, but with all he knew how to do, Lou felt 


he was entitled to it. 


I'm sorry. It's just..it was like a goose on my grave, you know? To hear that? Because you're the one guy | 


always thought would never -" 
"And | won't. Can't believe you thought for even a second that it was true." 
"Yeah but, it was Chris. It seemed to make sense." 


Mark emerged from the house, carrying a large bowl, his long blond hair swinging as he walked. "Guys! | made 


popcorn!" 


"| call," Lou declared, tossing a chip into the pile. "Whatcha got?" 


Trevor reversed the view of his cards. "Two pair, chommie. Beat that." 
Lou smiled, a bit sadly, and shrugged, as Trevor chuckled and gathered the chips. "I can't. And that's why 


you're up here and I'm down there, my bru." 


Another period of constant itch..restlessness pushing him from the house, from the concerns of domesticity. 
The rhythm of required movement remained in his blood, considerations of grounding notwithstanding. Ezrin 
was working two projects at once, also producing an album for Jason Bonham's group - another associate of 
Dweezil Zappa's - and had asked Trevor for his perspective. He liked the music, found himself wishing to do 
something similar even as he knew he had to temper his own output to appeal to as wide an audience as 
possible. He had popular instincts, had long let go of the desire to put himself in one box and one box only. 
One of the perils of Hollywood..it made one long for a wild ride, something with just the slightest friction. A 
sting. 

"Trev?" 

Where was his mind..what time, what place. There were no flowers to call the memories forth. 


Jacaranda, help me 


Supine in the sun, always the sun. Looking over at near-ebony skin lying beside him. Early morning, too early 


for the police to come along and administer a beating for being a black man on a Whites Only beach. 

"Lekker swim, bru." The voice was soft, melodious. Trevor felt easy to hear it, it made him smile. 

"Yeah, but | still beat you in, Kenny." 

Wide smile, the teeth so very white. Cheshire Cat, he thought. Kenny's smile preceded him, always. Trevor 
wished he could see that flash among the faces of those who came to see his band, his band, every night. His 
dear china always had to wait for the dop and chop to hear them jam, but he was right there with them, with 
voice and rhythm. 

"This time, Trev. Next time? Maybe not so easy." 

Gentle, teasing laughter..a moment of weightless joy in the burgeoning day. 


"Trev!" 


Shelley stood before him, looking annoyed. 


"Huh?" Trevor removed his sunglasses and rubbed his eyes. 
"Can you go down the T-II? | was a dof, forgot milk at the grocery.’ 


He was also annoyed now, ready to snap that she should do it, but a glance towards the house showed Ryan 
sitting at the kitchen table, fiddling with a sandwich. One of them had to stand guard while he ate, otherwise 
their child was too easily distracted. 


"Yeah, sure." He stood up and pulled on the t-shirt he couldn't remember taking off. A sudden moment of 
vertigo, what day was it? Wasn't he supposed to be somewhere? 


It didn't come to him until he had driven down to the convenience store, spying the bulk of the Sunday edition 
of the Los Angeles Times on the counter. A gallon of milk, a copy of Cashbox, and a pack of cigarettes. He 


smoked one while standing at the payphone, a ringing line eventually answered by a machine. 


"Fish where the fuck are you?!" was all he said, finally slamming the receiver in that characteristically violent 
way people tended to do with payphones. He leaned against his car, paging through the tabloid, looking for 
anything of interest, finishing his cigarette. He handed a dollar to a muttering homeless person and drove home, 


his mind in several places at once, none of them anywhere near the here and now. 


Trevor found himself willing to kill time in the company of the younger band, Jason had plenty of fascinating 
stories, and the other recalled meeting him briefly at the Atlantic Records anniversary show, but Jason 
apologetically didn't remember. Trevor was faintly charmed to hear about the recording of Presence - it 
reminded him when the album came out he and Duncan had gone immediately to the record shop down the 
road from Patric's offices and insisted it be played for them. The clerks had cleared everyone out, locked the 
doors and they all sat on the floor, grooving along, wowed with help of some good smoke, and when it was over 
there was a crowd of hysterical girls surrounding the premises. The police were called and came to clear the 


way, not overly concerned that everyone in the store was thoroughly stoned and giggling at the situation 


"| get that you like it, really | do," Duncan had said as they were driven three blocks back lest they be mobbed 
in the street. "But s'not my thing, y'know? | like melody, not just the thunka-thunka" 


Trevor had burst out laughing, falling against him. “Biscuit! S'that all you hear?" 
"What else is there?" 
"There's grandeur, mystery -" 


Duncan rolled his eyes. "You want grandeur, biscuit, you put on the White Album. There's some fucking 


grandeur for you." 


Trevor nodded, in solemn intoxication. "Yeah." 


"Oh | know what you're on about, don't think by agreeing with me I'll be tuning you." 


But when they looked one another in the eye, seemingly able to read the other's mind, discord was an alien 


concept. 
Trevor tried to remain nonchalant as he asked Bonham The Younger for Dweezil's number, and the other was 
equally blasé in providing it. But as he was attempting to contact the progeny in the studio lounge, his infamous 


A€R representative (who was also Bonham's manager) showed up, grinning wide. 


"Now this is what | like to see! Have you been taking notes, Jase? This guy knows the way!" Phil enthused, 


clapping Trevor on the shoulder. 

"H'llo Phil, still full of shite, | see," Trevor said, only slightly sarcastic. 

"Just enough, Trev," Phil replied, deadpan. 

"Have you talked to Chris lately?" Trevor asked, attempting non-committal inquiry. 

"I imagine you would more than |. Not for the last month | don't think” 

"Hmm" 

"Something wrong?" 

"No. | think he went on holiday and didn't tell me." 

"Sounds more like Jon than Chris, but could be he went to London?" 

Trevor nodded, not truly in the mood to gossip with Phil, who was always working some kind of angle. It was 
the man's job, but that didn't mean he had to like it. He excused himself and went in search of a room where 
he could have some privacy. The receptionist was more than happy to point him towards a deserted office 
once he pleaded with wide brown eyes and achingly polite tone. 

Trevor shut the door behind him, sat down behind the desk, dialed ‘Y for an outside line, then the phone 
number itself. After a number of rings an answering machine clicked to life, nearly deafening the caller with a 
screeching guitar solo, then a beep. Trevor began his message, aiming for brevity, when suddenly the machine 
beeped again and he heard a sound like a receiver hitting the floor. 


"Hallo?" he said, raising his voice. 


"Aw shit! Sorry, dude, hang on!" 


Trevor could hear distant sounds of music, or television, in the background. 

"Ahmet! Dude, let Eddie out in the yard before he craps on the floor. Gail will kill us if it happens again! " 
A querulous voice in reply, but Trevor couldn't discern the actual response. 

"Dude! C'mon, help me out here! I'm on the phone with Trevor Rabin." 

That time Trevor heard a very loud fuck you. 

"Trevor, you still there?" 

"Yes." 

"Gimme a minute, okay? | gotta let my dog out." 

"Okay." 

Trevor sat back and considered life at age 19 for a moment until he heard the other on the line again. 
"Trevor?" 

"Yes Dweezil, lm still here." 

"Hil So hey, dude, what's up?" 

"Sorry to ring at such an inconvenient time -" 


"Oh dude, no prob. | got two dogs - Eddie and Alex, get it? - and Eddie is always crapping on our kitchen floor. 
My mom is ready to make him stay outside all the time. You got dogs?" 


"One. His name is Solly. He's a mutt" 
"Cool." 


"Look, | wondered if you'd talked to Chris lately. I'm been trying to reach him, but he doesn't return my calls 


and every time I've gone ‘round to the house he's never there." 


"Really? Huh. Well, he has been crashing at my friend Jeff's sometimes, like, when we're all a little too fried to 
make the drive to his house. Jeff has a place on Highland, so it's, like, closer." 


"Do you think he's there now?" 


"Could be. But they're probably passed out, y'know? | just woke up myself” 
"Oh. Sorry if | woke you." 

"No biggie. | needed to get up anyway." 

"Could you give me the address? I'll try to go ‘round in an hour or two then" 


"Well look, dude, we're all meeting up at Dan Tana's tonight, at nine. He will definitely be there. So you could, like, 
go there." 


Trevor rolled his eyes, imaging it would be much the same experience as before. But he felt panicked, he 


needed to talk to Chris, and he could not consciously articulate why. 
"Okay. That's on Santa Monica, right?" 

"Yeah dude, right before Melrose” 

"Right then. Well I'll see you there. Thanks for taking my call, Dweezil" 

"No prob! Trevor, we should totally get together and jam sometime, it would be awesome!" 

"Yes well, Im in the midst of recording right now, then there's a tour, but maybe in a few months" 
"Sweet! ‘Kay man, see you later!" 


Trevor hung up the phone and stared off into space, frowning. How could his Fish stand to socialize with those 
types? He didn't have anything in common with any of them, of this Trevor was certain. On the other hand, he 
imagined they flattered Chris’ ego and hung on his every word. 


| dd that. How could you just replace me? 


How can you leave me? Leave us? 

Look, | told you - we can all do this together. But we can't get any further here. 

But this is our home! 

Look, musicians do it all the time, live in other places for a while. Doesn't have to be forever. 
Who cares about them? We've got everything we want here. 

ks that what you want? To live here, for the rest of your life? 

its not perfect, yeah, but - 


We can't evolve here, Dunc. We've gone as far as we can go. 


Trevor felt as though his head was in a vise. He needed a drink and Shelley would scold if he started hitting 
the vodka in mid-afternoon. He needed other things as well, but he couldn't consider them, not at the moment. 
He thought about going to Barney's, but it was usually too noisy, so he drove over to the Cat € Fiddle and sat 
at one end of the bar, not tasting the liquid in his glass but feeling the burn as he mentally wandered away 


once again, his finger tracing the rim of the glass in a repetitive obsession motion. 


Nighttime guard duty was the worst..seemingly endless hours of sitting in the stifling pillbox, watching the 
horizon for an imaginary enemy. The brush went on for miles and nothing stirred from it save birds and the 
occasional kudu. 

"Wot's gonna come at us, then?" Selwyn asked, rhetorically. "A herd of wildebeests?" 

"That might actually be dangerous," Trevor quipped, as he sanded the paint off his guitar. 

Trevor said they were paired because they looked like they were related: both dark-haired and wide-eyed, the 
same skin tone and features, though Selwyn was somewhat gaunt while Trevor had a rounder face. Selwyn said 
it was that they were both Jewish. 

"That's ridiculous! If that were true, howzit neither of us ever pulled watch with Robot?" 

"As if they would entrust Ronnie with a gun!" 

Trevor laughed loudly. "All right, you got me there.” 

"Slucky you got a friend in the same unit. | didn't know anyone when | started." 

"My dad's a solicitor, he knows the channels. He had a lot of people submit letters and such, insisting we be 
assigned to Entertainment. Though we didn't know we'd still have to muck about with marching and all that 
rubbish." 

"Utter kak." 


“Absolutely. But Robot and | are from the same neighborhood, same school, even went to shul together, the 
Rabbi used to let us play for the class after the lesson" 


"Lekker! Our Rabbi is frightfully proper, we were all afraid to even breathe during the lesson" 


"Rabbi Super is a good egg, he didn't treat us like doffies. | always seemed to understand when he explained the 


stories." 


Their bond had been almost immediate upon meeting, and then practicing together, the mutual moorings of 


music and social standing making it easy to relate to one another. 


"Aren't you done with that yet, Trev? Only got a week to paint it before our next gig!" 

"Got to be careful, Sel, can't scratch my best girl now can |?" 

Selwyn ran a fingertip along the neck of Trevor's guitar. "First love, yeah. God, | wanted a guitar for so long... 
my mate Garth had one, that's how | learnt to play. Ended up playing everything else because my parents 
weren't about to encourage mel" 

"S'a shame, really. | was lucky, | spose, my parents were happy to have me play.” 


"Yeah, but your family is all musos, aren't they?" 


"True" Trevor gently placed his guitar on the table in their confined space, then flexed his fingers. "Need a 
break, gonna walk to the other side, right?" 


"Tell Dave he still owes me smokes from when | beat his arse at cribbage last week." 
"That biscuit still hasn't settled? Gonna cuff him, | will." 


"Not too hard, he's an easy mark, that's why | always play with him. Don't forget your rifle, chommie, don't 


wanna get a reprimand." 
Trevor rolled his eyes and grabbed the weapon. "Kak, | tune you." 


Selwyn gave his Army buddy a sardonic salute. "Tune me true, my bru." 


"Kenny! Look at mel" 


His friend turned, camera at the ready, and Trevor made the anti-apartheid salute, fist in the air. His 


expression was serious, but kind 
"There, that's for you." 


Kenny smiled, and made the same gesture, but only for a few seconds. There was no one in the car park but 


them, but one could never be too careful. 
"C'mon then, let me take a snap of you, hey?" 
Kenny made to take another photo, grinning widely, as Trevor advanced on him. 


"China, give it here!" 


But Kenny crouched down and clicked the shutter again, Trevor's grinning face filling the viewfinder. 
"There bru, s'the look makes everyone dance, y'know." 


Trevor gave him a slight shove, a hint of modesty in his lowered eyes. "Hush, china. Now c'mon, wanna snap to 


take with me, I'll need friendly faces in that kakhole." 


Kenny stood shyly, arms folded across his chest, his Cheshire Cat grin wide and his eyes bright, and Trevor 
smiled in turn to see his friend so happy. Better than me in every way, don't care what they say, they'll never 


make me believe any different. 


h fields of love and indecision 


Trevor thought about how Chris kept visiting his dreams, that green-eyed gaze keeping him transfixed for so 
long, surrendering to it, the promise inherent. And it was more than one promise, but only one of them truly 


mattered. 
"| need you. Ill always need you." 


But was there something fickle, fair-weather, about his Fish? Was he fearing promises broken? Trevor had 


experienced enough betrayal to make trust very difficult even in the most optimistic of situations. 
Hl find you lying in the sun 


Princes..kings, even..enjoying their privileges. Pleasures abound when one is off the leash and enjoying triumph in 
style. Trevor understood why Chris was so reluctant to come back down to earth but it couldn't go on 
forever. Trevor had desired nothing but rest when the tour was finally done, and yet..he did miss those 


moments when it was just the two of them. 


Was it wrong? Yes, but he needed it, he admitted as much to himself during sleepless nights and restless 
mornings. He needed Chris as much as Chris needed him. The feeling he had..so long since he'd ever had that 


kind of connection with someone: music and friendship effortless..and other things too. 
| might trap you in my whirlpool 


Trevor had worked very hard to make himself necessary, to ensure that Chris did not want to go on without 
him. He was savvy to the pragmatic philosophy of the organization, that they would cut dead weight whenever 
it suited them and not look back. Trevor was a leader, he'd always been a leader, even as a child, pushing his 
way into situations when he had a goal in mind. Had been the one to set his friends on the path and lead them 
down it, moving them forward whenever necessary, anxiously waiting for them to catch up when he'd gone too 


far ahead. He was so convincing - a combination of intelligence, talent and charisma - that very few people 


would attempt to stand in his way. 

where there's nowhere left fo run 

But he'd lost just as many people as he gained with his deterministic drive. 

"Not you," he muttered to himself as he drove to the restaurant, inching through the typical LA evening 
crawl. "Never." 

He'd lured his Fish away from the hedonistic net, they sat at the bar, still able to hear the raucous goings-on 
in the room beyond: the young lions of Hollywood out on the prowl. 


"Do you even know that I've been trying to reach you for weeks now?" 


Chris made one of those sounds he always made when he knew he was trapped by factual evidence. A sort of 
mmm hmm uhhh. 


"| admit, I've been..rather indisposed, dear." 
"You've been fractured, y'mean. Not going to lecture you, but what if it was an emergency?" 


"You would have said as much, hmm? Had Tony send ‘round a minder or some such. Or camped out on my 


doorstep." 


"| have a life too, y'know. Phaps not as amusing as yours, but it's common courtesy, at the very least, to 


acknowledge your friends! And | am something more than that, wouldn't you say?" 
"Of course, dear. So what, then?" 


There was a tone, and Trevor knew it well. Tell me what you want and stop bothering me. He'd made the fatal 
mistake of assuming that he could ask the same of Chris as Chris had asked of him. And he was hurt. He'd 
learned not to be too badly wounded over the years but there were moments when someone could, indeed, 


stab him right in the heart. 


They sat there, shoulder to shoulder, and the tableau suddenly reminded Trevor of something else. But it was 
the same thing, really. 


Four in the morning, they'd closed down a club, sitting up in the VIP balcony. Below, the staff was performing 
their usual ritual and Trevor was so wired he'd been counting his heartbeats for what seemed hours. 
Somewhere in the thousands. He and Chris had stopped talking, merely content to sit there riding the rush, 
attempting to temper it with other substances. But his skin felt too tight and there was static in his brain. 


"Gonna be a bitch coming down from this," he whispered, finally. Chris lit a cigarette and snickered at him. 
"Yjust crash, suddenly. On the plane, one hopes. Sleep till you lana.” 

"What's it like?" 

"Black oblivion, kiddo. One rarely sleeps like that, so appreciate it when you can" 

Trevor looked around the otherwise empty space, trying not to focus too much on the garish carpet which 
was that much uglier with all the lights on. Alan was asleep, slumped on one of the tables. He wasn't one for 
the blow too much, but he enjoyed seeing who he could drink under the table..though he always lost to Chris. 
Trevor felt cold, suddenly, looking around for his leather jacket. Somehow it had ended up behind their table, 
lying on the floor between their chairs and the wall. He put it on and smelled..bourbon. He made a face, and 
couldn't remember if he'd actually drunk any. He hoped not, reaching in his pocket and pulling out a pack of 
cigarettes as Chris handed him his lighter. 


"Feel like I'll never sleep. | always feel like that" 


Chris made a philosophical face, seeming to watch the smoke undulating above his head, as Trevor's exhale 


joined it with ghostly writhing. 

"Gonna have to cut you off then..can't run with the big dogs." 

"Fuck you, Fishy." 

The other chortled, and went on looking at the ceiling. 

"You think that girl Tony left with was legal?" Trevor asked. 

Only just, dear." 

Trevor shook his head. "Did Richard bring a lawyer on retainer?" 

"Oh there's nothing wrong with skirting the edge of propriety every so often, hmm? One needs adventure." 
"That type is never worth it, | tune you." 

"Wot?" Chris giggled, knowing what Trevor meant, but enjoying mockery. 

"Tell you. l'll never forget..we were on our first big tour, in Pietermaritzburg, and Cloudy'd taken some sixteen- 


year-old to bed. l'm certain she lied and said she was eighteen, but her father showed up at the hotel, spoiling 
for a dust-up." 


"Oh goodness, however did you live to tell the tale?" 


"Someone called up from the lobby, we snuck her out the back and told her to get home as fast as she could. 
When he got up to our floor we let him search our rooms, acting oh so affronted, of course. Imagine she got 
quite the thrashing back at home. Then | punched Neil for being an idiot and went back to bed" 

"How old was the girl in your bed?" 

"Nineteen. She was my Pietermaritzburg girl, actually..every time we came to town I'd see her." 


"Brilliant strategy, | agree." 


Trevor smirked, looking at the table. The pattern in the lacquered wood appeared to pulse, underneath a patina 
of moisture from the collective condensation of the glasses upon it. his heartbeat loud in his ears woosh woosh 
woosh His hand trembled, slightly. He took another drag, willing himself to calm clarity. This kind of clarity 
frightened him. The fun part of the high had already passed several hours ago. 

"Can we go now? If | can't sleep | might as well play until it's time to get on the plane.” 

Chris looked around. "Where did everyone go?" 


Trevor looked at his watch. "Fishy, its after four. Everyone's been gone." 


"Sthat why it got so quiet, then? I'm comfortable." Chris took a sip of brandy and continued to stare into the 


distance. "How're we gonna get Chips out of here, any road? You know he's drunken dead weight.” 

"Driver can help us." 

“There's a driver?" 

"There's always a driver. What is wrong with your brain?" 

"Sod off, Trev. Can't be expected to recall such mundane details.” 

This was how the fights started..over the smallest things, when one's patience and courtesy was eroded by 


substances. 


„and here they were again, only one of them was not high this time. Vertigo, a teetering grinding of the teeth 
and desire to be giddy, dizzying with need. Trevor had to admit it had been that way, every night, transmuting 


the high of playing music into another kind of intoxication, not wanting to let go of the glorious moment of love. 


There was love: the glorious chorus of thousands, and there was /ove: the murmuring of those you trusted to 


be there when your eyes were opened once more. 


"I'm the best friend you have," Trevor said, his voice low and stern. "Because they'll come a day when your 
coke buddies will no longer find you so amusing. Or, perhaps, a day when you won't wake up. And only your 
best friend will care enough to actually tell you. But if you break my trust then you'll lose everything. Think 


about it, Chris, because l'm not going to continue to chase after you. I'm done." 


Trevor walked away, the void within him aching once more, furiously wiping at tears as he drove home, and 
once he'd pulled into the garage he banged on the steering wheel and swore a blue streak, stopping just short 


of actually screaming. 


This..this was why he couldn't be in a band. He always cared too much, and the ones he cared for always broke 


his heart. 


Delirious in his arms from the first. It was a different type of passion than before. He had been young and desiring 
fo conquer and control, but this..he would submit, but he would also take what he wanted He wanted what he saw 
in the other's eyes. 

Passion..unlike any other. It was a secretive, desperate, decadent, dirty kind of desire. Born out of appreciation, each 
for the other, admiring their strengths, playing on their weaknesses. 

One for a capable young stud The other for the gaze of leering experience, 

And it had been so long since someone had stroked him so. 

‘So impressive you are in every way, as | knew you would be." 

Purring whisper as seemingly enormous hands roamed his creamy tawny skin, cradling his balls just so, a fingertip 
upon the perineum, making him groan and squirm, then creeping up his arse, gentle prodding. He spread his legs, 
gasping, full of blind lust for the touch of those fingers, for the perverse attention, for the way the other made 
him feel..special. So long since hed felt special fo anyone: a crowd, or just one person. 

"Touch me, Fishy. All over." 

Teeth grazed the side of his neck, as a hand enveloped his cock, slick with something, sliding and Trevor whined and 
squirmed and wanted it all at once: wanted his Fish inside him and stroking him, wanted those hands everywhere but 
also to be face to face and sucking the breath out of him in long tonque-tying kisses. 

He liked sex, he couldnt deny it. And he had missed this kind of sex more than he realized He had a kink for being 
naughty, it ran counter to his desire to be noble and good..he grew tired of the mantle at times and wanted to 
lose his mind in a surfeit of flesh and motion 

Feeling that thick cock bumping the small of his back, Trevor squirmed further to rub up against the solidity of the 
man he desired 

‘Pretty pretty slut, lie still" 

‘Mmm, you feel so good, want you everywhere on me." 


Breathy, teasing..he knew Chris could not resist fulfilling his need He wanted to be wanted too. 


Trevor cried, and not for the first time, sitting back in the seat, his face wet and his body shivering with 
sobs. 


Then, morning,.shelley shoving at him as she turned over in the bed. 

"You let Solly out, hey? I'm not getting up till Ryan does." 

Trevor regarded the bedside clock radio with bleary eyes. After six, he was surprised their dog hadn't come in 
whining already, pushing a cold nose against his master. Trevor got out of bed, shivering, took a piss, pulled on 
sweat pants and a t-shirt, then whistled for his mutt. There was no response of clicking paws in reply. 


"Solly?" he called, walking down the hallway. "Solly me boy, where are you?" 


Trevor checked the doggy door in the kitchen, it was locked. They'd had to resort to locking it at night after 


being invaded by raccoons one spring. 


"Solly!" he yelled out, standing in the doorway between the kitchen and the living room. Silence, and then the 


sound of footsteps, instinctive parental knowledge informed him it was his son. 


"Daddy," Ryan admonished, rubbing his eyes, tousle-haired in Mighty Mouse pyjamas, "Solly's sleeping, don't 


wake him up!" 

"Sleeping?" Trevor replied, frowning. "Are you sure, chommie?" 

"In my room. He's tired." 

Trevor followed Ryan into his room, going to the space between the bed and window, where his dog was 
stretched on the carpet, eyes closed, breath coming in rapid pants as his torso seemed to tremble. Trevor put 
a finger on Solly's nose, it was dry. 

"How long's he been like this, Ry-ry?" 

"| dunno, but he's tired. He should take a nap like me." 

"Don't touch him, bubeleh, right? | think he might be sick" 

Ryan's eyes went wide and his lips quivered. "Mommy take his temperature?" 

"No he's gotta go to the vet" Trevor rushed down to the kitchen, consulting the list of numbers by the phone 
on the wall. No listing for the veterinarian. He opened the drawer at the end of the counter and took out 
Shelley's address book, flipping through it, but seeing no listing under ‘V' or a name he recognized. He sighed 


with frustration..of course he wouldn't, Shel always took Solly to the vet. A pang of guilt that he couldn't even 


take care of his own dog made his eyes prick with tears once more. Ryan had followed Trevor into the kitchen 


and tottered after him as he strode into the bedroom, address book in hand. 


Shelley!" he yelled, practically throwing the book at her. She sat up in the bed, looking panicked. "Where is the 


goddamned number for the vet?!" 
“Trevor, why are you shouting at me?" 
"Because | need to take Solly to the vet but | can't find the fucking number! Why isn't it by the phone?" 


Shelley got up, grabbing her robe from a chair under the window and pulling it on quickly. "For your information 
it is by the phone but since you've never bothered to ask who the vet is you wouldn't know, would you? His 
name is Dr. Roberts. And don't you raise your voice to me in front of our son, Trevor Charles Rabin, or so 


help me we'll be on the next plane to Jozi, | promise you!" 
Trevor attempted to calm down, running his fingers through his sleep-snarled hair. "Solly is ill, | think” 


"The number's there," Shelly said, her voice icy. "But use the one marked ‘Emergency,’ the office doesn't open 


till nine." 


Trevor went to place the call, heart pounding with anxiety and guilt and something else he wasn’t sure he could 
name. The switchboard operator gave him directions to the animal hospital and verified the information on file 
for his pet, asking a few preliminary questions regarding Solly's condition. Trevor went into the garage and got 
out Solly's carrier, lining it with a towel before taking it into Ryan's room. He noticed his dog's food and water 
bowls appeared untouched, and was genuinely frightened, realizing it had been at least twenty-four hours since 


he'd eaten or drank 


"Oh boy," he whispered, picking up Solly's limp shuddering body and placing it inside the carrier. "Whats wrong 
with you, kiddo?" His vision blurred and he left the carrier in the hallway while he pulled on trainers, jacket and 
hat. He left without saying a word to the others, grabbing his keys from the hook next to the garage door and 
revving the engine impatiently waiting for the garage door to open all the way. The image of Ryan crying in 


Shelley's arms was going to haunt him for a very long time. 


The sun was warm in contrast to the concrete Trevor sat on, a planter outside the facility as he took 
shuddering drags on a cigarette, hunched forward, head in his hands, thinking about too many things and trying 
not to cry again. He didn't want anyone to see him like that. Bad enough he had to leave the house without a 
shower, or even a chance to brush his hair. Then he chided himself for vanity..but it was a distraction, he 


didn't want to consider what might happen to his Solly, his dearest china. 


The vet on call couldn't tell what the problem might be, Solly was unresponsive, so they had to put him under 
for x-rays and possibly an exploratory procedure..and they wouldn't allow Trevor to watch. He didn't want to 
phone Shelley until he knew one way or another, so he could only sit there and wait and mentally berate 


himself as a failure once more. 


"Excuse me, Mr. Rabin?" 


He looked up to see one of the front desk clerks. She was a pretty dark-haired girl who had recognized him 


immediately when he first came in. 

"Yog?" 

"Would you like some coffee? Or tea?" 

"Tea, if it's not too much trouble." 

"Not at all. How do you take it?" 

"Plain, thank you." 

When she brought it out to him Ttevor could tell she had planned a sympathetic conversational gambit. 
"Our doctors here are the best, sir." 

He smiled, but not too much. "Has my wife rung? Shelley Rabin?" 

She frowned, and it was just as he expected. "Uh, | don't believe so, but I'll go check" 

Trevor smiled again, but it was the unnatural stretch of propriety. "Thank you." 

Alone once more he sipped the tea, grimacing. Too weak. Trevor began to think about dogs in general..all the 


dogs he'd ever known, again to divert his misery over the one he loved like no other. 


When Amanda turned sixteen their parents finally allowed her to have her own dog. The Rabins had a passel of 
dogs in the household over the years, but she had always wanted one of her own, and so it was her most 
fervent wish come her birthday. Freddie was a small terrier, extremely lovable, ever eager to jump into 
everyone's lap. Amanda spoiled him: allowing him to sleep in her bed, feeding him table scraps, and carrying him 
around like a baby. Freddie had formed an attachment to Trevor, who had the patience for long games of fetch 
and chase-the-rope. Freddie would wait by the door for him to return from gigs or sessions, his tail wagging 
like a spring, and would also find his way into Trevor's bed during the day as the other slept like the dead as 


the rigors of ambition wore him out. 


Amanda came home from school one day and Freddie did not appear when she called. Panicked, she began a 
room-by-room search and when she found her dog curled up next to her brother - the one who always got 
everything he wanted - it was the proverbial straw which destroyed her patience. She picked him up, roughly, 
and kicked Trevor's bed. 


"Why've you got my dog, ya dof?" she demanded. 


Trevor didn't move, except to wave a hand in a dismissive fashion. "He got in bed with me," he slurred. "Can't 


help it if he likes me better." 

| hate you, you rutting prat!" she screamed, running out of the room in tears even as Freddie attempted to 
rejoin her brother. She hugged the dog tightly and he whined as she slammed the door of her room. Trevor 
pulled a pillow over his head as Derek came out of his room and looked into Trevor's. 

"What did you do now, biscuit?" 

"Dunno. She's probably on her monthly." 

"Listen to her, she's crying like she's sitting shiva over someone! What did you do?!” 


Trevor rolled over onto his back, groaning. "She thinks I'm stealing her dog. As if | couldn't get my own dog." 


Derek leaned in the doorway, crossing his arms on his broad chest, smirking. "Oh yes, Clever Trevor, Prince of 


Jozi, can get anything he wants." 

Trevor rolled over again, away from the door. "I could! Could buy my own bloody dog." 

"You're rather insufferable, y'know that?" 

"Sod off! Let me sleep, I've a gig tonight." 

"She's gonna tell Mum and Dad, y'know. Then you're really in for it, making the pikkie cry." 

Trevor pulled the pillow over his head and Derek shut the door, shaking his head. When Trevor rose four 
hours later he didn't recall the event as he showered, shaved, straightened his hair and got dressed. Coming 
out into the kitchen to make himself a sandwich for the road he found his mother and his sister seated at the 
table staring daggers. 

"Wot?" he asked, an uneasy hand on the handle of the refrigerator door. 

"You will apologize to your sister," his mother said. Trevor thought he hadn't seen her so angry since she 
found out he and Ronnie and Neil were driving themselves, unlicensed, to their own gigs. He rolled his eyes and 
gave a heavy sigh. 


"lm sorry.” 


"He doesn't mean it," Amanda shot back, her voice tight with anguish. "Tuning me kak!" 


"Amanda!" their mother exclaimed. "You will not use such language in this house!" 

"He does!" Brother and sister exchanged wide-eyed threatening glances. 

Trevor's mother gave him a look he'd never seen, and Trevor felt ashamed. "Not because | have allowed it" 
Her mouth became a tight line of disgust. "I am finished with you, but you and your father are going to have 
a talk, mark my words. Now get your things and go, don't want to look at you." 

Trevor's stomach twisted with guilt as he loaded the car with his guitar and amp, then drove over to Neil's to 
pick up his bandmates. He tried to put it out of his mind the rest of the night, but every so often the sight 
of Amanda's tearstained face would appear in his thoughts, and he felt desolate. When he returned home he 
noticed Freddie was not waiting for him..Amanda had likely locked him in her room. He started with genuine 
fright when one of the lamps in the living room suddenly switched on, revealing his father. 


"Ag Dad! Its past three!" 


"Yes I'm aware, but your mother gave me a very determined lecture this evening. Or yesterday evening, | 


should say." 
Trevor hung his head and put his hands in his pockets. "I'm in for it, hey? But | am sorry, | was a real dof." 


"Sit down, chommie," the other gestured. He pointed to a glass of milk on the coffee table. "There, thought 


you'd want something.” 
Trevor downed the milk in two long swallows. "Thanks Dad." 


‘| want you to think ‘bout it this way, Trev. What if Mandy had said that to you, hmm? That Ceddy liked her 
better? You wouldn't have stood for that." 


Trevor sat back and sighed, twisting a piece of hair around his fingers. "No, | would have punched her." 
"Pardon me, young man?" 

His son let out a breath of denial. "Uh, | would have shouted at her." 

"Yes, | can well imagine. You miss Ceddy, don't you?" 


Trevor looked at him, his wide brown eyes shining, and the elder Rabin felt an ache for what he saw. "I do, Dad. 


Ever so much." 


His father took a calloused hand in his own. "I've thought ‘bout getting another Ridgeback, but you're hardly 


ever home now, and you can't neglect a dog like that, they need attention, someone who will play with them and 


care for them. Ceddy was your dog because you did just that, and you loved him. It may not seem like it now, 


but someday they'll be another dog like that for you, | promise." 
| hope so," Trevor said quietly, then sniffed. His father put an arm around him. 


"We have raised you to be a compassionate person. Most importantly, you should extend your compassion to 


those closest to you, as they will to you. Family is the most precious bond we have." 


Trevor nodded. "I'll give her a proper apology this afternoon, | promise. Freddie is such a lekker dog, | guess | 
was thinking it was like having Ceddy again, sort of." 


"He's a good pup, for certain. She picked him out, when we first went to Mrs. Lowell's to see the litter. Mandy 


pointed right to him and said, ‘That one: She must have known he was special, hmm?" 
"Fully." 


"All right then, I'll be off for a snooze. You too, now. You're running yourself ragged with gigs and sessions, 


don't neglect your rest." 

"Sure Dad." 

Trevor made sure to set his alarm so he would be up by the time Amanda got home from school. He sat 
down at the kitchen table, pouring himself a cup of tea from the pot on the trivet. His mother was making 
bread, mixing ingredients in a bowl. 

"You're up early," she observed, her voice neutral. 


‘lm going to talk to Mandy. Mum, I'm sorry | made you upset, it was wrong of me." 


He looked over at her, and her expression softened, as it always did when he gave her his please forgive me 


look. 

"Your sister looks up to you, Trev. You need to remember you can hurt her feelings easier than anyone else.” 
Trevor nodded. 

"Dinner won't be ready till after you've gone, did you want me to make you a fry-up?" 

He grinned, and she smiled in response. "Yes please." 


When Trevor heard the front door open he went into the living room. Amanda dropped her bookbag next to the 


doorway, giving her brother a grimace as she removed her blazer. 


"Wot?" she asked, her voice still echoing with resentment. 

"Mandy, I'm sorry. Truly. | was jealous..Freddie is such a lekker dog, clever that you picked just the right one. 
So when it seemed he preferred me, | guess it was like having Ceddy again But he's your dog, and | won't 
forget that." 


"Really? Jealous?" 


Trevor reached out and ran a hand along her arm. "Sure. He's a super dog, makes me wish | had one of my 


own again." 


His sister gave him a sympathetic smile. "Ceddy was a good dog. And it's okay if Freddie wants to sleep with 
you. He growls in his sleep, actually, scared the piss out of me last night!" 


Trevor laughed and leaned in close. "Don't let Mum hear you cursing, hey?" 

Amanda laughed in turn, clapped her hand over her mouth. 

"Mum's making me a fry-up, you want something?" 

She then rolled her eyes, placed her hands on her hips. "As if | can eat!" 

"C'mon! You're less than a twig, girl! How ‘bout a boiled egg?" 

"Just the white part. You can have the yoke." 

"You got it, pikkie." 

Trevor returned to the kitchen, whistling. "Mum, can you cook a boiled egg too? For Mandy?" 

His mother looked up with a surprised expression. "She actually agreed to eat something?" 

"Well, the white. So can you separate it?" 

She reached out and pinched one of his cheeks playfully. “That's my good boy!" 

When Trevor and Amanda sat down at the table, they heard the jingle of Freddie's collar. Trevor looked down 
and Freddie's round brown eyes looked up at him, his tail busily wagging, his tongue lolling. Trevor looked at 
Amanda, placing his index finger across his lips, then took the plate with the yoke and set it on the floor. 
Amanda softly tittered as she put spoonfuls of egg white into her mouth. Trevor tore off a piece of bacon 


from his meal and tossed it onto the plate as well. 


| hope you two aren't feeding that dog, going to spoil him silly!" 


"No Mummy," Amanda answered, winking at her brother. 

‘Mmm hmm," came the reply as Trevor attempted a look of innocence and his sister adoringly giggled at him. 
One of the assistants called him in and led him to the recovery wing. Solly was asleep in a pen, but his 
breathing appeared normal. The veterinarian who had performed the procedure introduced himself and glanced 


at the chart in his hand. 


"Mr. Rabin, Solly had a tumor in his stomach. We need to send it to the lab for biopsy, but we managed to 
remove it completely. He was likely in a lot of pain, that's why he lost his appetite." 


Is that why he was unconscious?" 

"Dehydration as well, of course. But that's the typical response to trauma." 

"How long to get the results?" 

"The soonest we can expect is 12 hours. We will contact you as soon as we know." 

"When can | take him home?" 

‘tm sure Dr. Roberts will concur, in these cases we prefer to keep the animal overnight for observation. lll 


have Michelle write you some scripts, he'll need antibiotics and special food for a few weeks. And he'll need to 


be brought in once a week to check his sutures till they're ready to come out” 
"But he's okay?" 


"Yes, his vitals are fine. He's sleeping off the anesthesia now. According to his file you're not aware of his 


lineage, is that correct?" 


"Right. He was a foundling..literally. Found him in an alleyway. | know a bit ‘bout dogs, | think he's got some 
terrier in him, possibly Norfolk, but the vets have all said he's too hearty to be a pure-bred." 


‘Oh certainly. It's just if we knew his lineage then we might be able to ascertain why this happened. Certain 


breeds are susceptible to various maladies." 
"Yes I'm sorry | can't tell you more, truly." 
"You can go home now. One of the assistants will give you a call this afternoon with an update." 


Trevor looked over at his dog again, lying so very still. Whatever youre trying fo fell me, Im listening now. 


When he returned home, Shelley and Ryan were sitting at the kitchen table, looking tired and sad. Their eyes 
were wide with questions at the sight of him. 


"He's all right," Trevor said, taking off his hat and tossing it on the counter. The two let out relieved breaths 
and Ryan ran to him. Trevor kneeled down and hugged him. 


"Ry-ry, | did something bad, | yelled at Mummy." 
"Will you get a spanking?" 


Trevor pulled a face. "I hope not! But you know we don't shout, right? And I'm sorry. I'm sorry | upset you, 
both of you. | was scared But we never shout, not at the people we love." 


Ryan nodded, then hugged him again. "What's wrong with Solly?" 


"He had something in his tum, they had to take it out. But he should be okay now, he just has to stay in 


hospital till tomorrow." 
"Thank goodness," Shelley said, quietly. 
"Why don't you go watch telly, hey?" Trevor murmured to his son. "| need to talk to Mummy. 


Ryan ran out to the living room, and Trevor sat down next to Shelley, taking her hand in his, lifting it to his 
lips. 


"Hts okay," she said, but she didn't look at him. 

"No, it's not. | was a royal shit and you should shove me off the cliff" 

Shelley let out a snort of laughter and snatched her hand away. "Don't give me ideas, Rabin" 

"Shel, | know | always say this, but dont give up on me. You know | love you more than anything” 

"Have | ever? Twenty years now, following where you lead" 

"And | couldn't have made it without you" 

Shelley gave him her eternally patient serene smile. He knew her deepest desire was to be needed, and he did 
need her, he needed someone who would believe in him, especially in those moments when his own doubt was 


strongest. Like now. 


"| love you, Trev. Let's just be thankful Solly's okay, hey? Everything else will sort itself out." 


"ım thankful for that. And for you. For us." 


Trevor kissed his wife, feeling he had been granted a pardon of some kind, but his relief was tinged with guilt 


once more. 


Two girls had come to Chris! room, and Trevor let his Fish have them both. 


Not that it wasn't a tempting prospect, somehow, but he wasn't that far gone. They were up high enough that 
the view revealed nothing but gathering fog when one looked out the window. Forehead on cold glass which did 


nothing to relieve his sorry state. 
(Pretty far gone) 


Modern floor-to-ceiling windows. He could look down into the void of cloud. Into the void which demanded 
applause and accolades and sweet validation for all those years of going from everything to nothing, and back 


again. Years in which a particular taunting voice came back to haunt him. 


Clouds..Cloudy. Neil always knew there were few limits to Trevor's arrogance because it mirrored his own 


almost perfectly. 
(Clever Trevor thinks he'll pull the tail of the tiger. Just remember, that tiger likes to bite.) 


Trevor looked at his hands, flexed his fingers. He was getting that strange disconnected feeling again.up in the 


clouds. 
(Far far gone.) 


It was late, an hour in which he would normally be noodling, slumped on the bed watching television, 
woodshedding, his mind seeking that spacious vista where the ideas came from. The place where Trevor could 
not go..but his other, more vulnerable self lived there, behind a figurative gate wherein the strong emotions 
were also corralled, so as not to interfere with the greater business of ambition But the gate swung open, 


sometimes. 
Like now. In the middle of the night, dismissed like a servant by the drunken Lord of the Manor. 


Trevor was disgusted with excess, shamed for being spoiled, frustrated at having to defend himself at every 
turn..they didn't trust him, even as it was clear he was the only one who could lead them. It was shocking to 
learn how very childish they were, easily distracted, stubborn and selfish. A series of impasses, only somewhat 
vindicated to find Phil was completely on his side in regards to how the record had turned out..staring down 
Chris, who insisted certain things did not sound right. But the other had given up the right to correct the 


course, abdicated his responsibility and then returned, pouting and arguing..and Trevor couldn't believe it: 


(| need you. I'll always need you.) 

He didn't like to be questioned, in anything. He admitted as much. 
(Lead the way. | trust you) 

Lies. 


Writing line upon line and sometimes it didn't make sense, it didn't rhyme, it was merely the outpouring of his 


subconscious uncensored and unfettered. Some words writ large and bold and underlined. 
WHEN ALL YOU DO IS LIE. 
(He lies to everyone, you know. Don't take it personally) 


Suddenly the room was too small, his brain was too small for all the voices driving him to distraction. 


Searching through luggage, shaving kit, guitar case, gear cases, pockets, carry-on bag..nothing. 

Fuckl 

Leaning up against the wall, looking at the ceiling, his face creased in a grimace. His road case..which was in the 
next town by now. Trevor looked at the clock No one sane would be awake at this hour. And he couldn't sleep. 
He thought of a song he hadn't heard in years, but remembered it well from Cloudy's obsession with Nigel 


Olsson 


Its four o'clock in the morning, damnit 


listen to me good! 

Not sober but not high, Trevor left his room, walked up and down the corridor several times, then took a turn 
he hadn't noticed before and came upon a landing of sorts, a grouping of furniture in front of a wall of 
windows, and someone familiar looking out at the world turning gray, head wreathed in his very own cloud. 

"0i," Trevor called, approaching Alan with a slight smile. "Whatcha doin then?" 

"Having a smoke," Alan replied, looking over with a grin. "What're you doin?" 

"Walking in circles. But why out here?" 


"Was feeling cramped. Wot you doin that for?" 


"Dunno. Couldn't do anything else." Trevor sat down next to Alan, who passed him the spliff. "This the stuff you 


been growing?" 


"Not me," Alan demurred with a chuckle. "My neighbor. Hydroponics, y'know." 

"Mmm" Trevor took a toke, closing his eyes as he held in the smoke, then opened his mouth after counting to 
ten and let it float out. He felt his consciousness come to a sudden stoooop then coughed as his lungs 
demanded oxygen. "Nice. ls this why you're so good-natured?" 

Alan laughed again, prompted by the teasing look on his bandmate's face. "It doesn't hurt, Trev." 

Even to sit and stare and talk with Alan - the calm eye of the hurricane - it only made the anger recede, but 
Trevor could still see it: a black space on an imaginary horizon. As he languidly baked his brain his concern for 
that shadow fell away. 

"Trev," Alan said after a long moment of silence. "Y'know it's no good trying to change him, right?" 

Whom, of course, didn't require specific reference. 


"When was the first time he let you down?" 


Alan sighed behind an exhale. "Oh | dunno. l'm used to waiting, y'know? Used to strange situations. | spose. And 
it was my job to follow him, so maybe | could tolerate him better than Tubs could” 


"Hmm?" 
"Bill." 

"Oh right. He said they used to fight..reminded me of Neil and me." 

"See, I'd never scrap with him, we're supposed to get on, more than anyone else in the band" 


Trevor blew out a plume of smoke, grinning. "Neil and Ronnie were thick as thieves, most of the time Ronnie 


would side with me, but when they agreed on something and | didn't..ag, that was a mission!" 
"| just -" Alan paused, shrugged, took another hit. "Its not worth the hassle to me." 


"You're a treasure." Trevor took one last inhale, his fingertips hot from proximity to the coal. "Always need one 


peaceful type. Switzerland." 
Alan began laughing, bent over with hilarity. 
"Wot? Are you stoned, young man?" 


"God | hope so. No, you just reminded me we had Switzerland, and he wasn't neutral at all, poor sod." 


"Who?" 


Alan was always surprised that Trevor seemed to have absolutely no interest in the history of the band.he 
might develop better coping strategies if he truly knew what he was dealing with. 


"Patrick Moraz. Fishy called him The Poodle, and not just because his hair was right curly." 
Trevor snickered, almost against his will. "Show he makes up for it, hey? He's so damned funny." 


"He is. Only person funnier, that | ever knew, was Lennon. He was a sly one, said things with a straight face and 
while we was all on the floor he'd just smirk, the tiniest bit." 


"That must have been grand." 

Its all been grand, kiddo. A wild ride. Think I'm gonna have a snooze. You?" 
"Can't sleep." cantsleepcantsleepcantsleep 

"You can't keep going like this, Trev, you're gonna collapse." 


"lIl be alright.just need to focus. Its because I've been trying to write but | cant come up with anything good. 
| start out all right but then it turns to shite." 


"We could never write on the road, too worn out." 
"| have to. Have to have something to do." 
"You're like a high-tension wire, you're always.. vibrating" 


And with the clarity of stoned wisdom Trevor sfopped once more, an echo floating somewhere within His 


intensity burnt people out if they weren't prepared for it. 


So who was at fault? Both of them, of course. Equal partners, equally complicit. But he couldn't let go, or face 


the void once more. 


Almost had your hooks in me..didya dear? 


His producer rhapsodized over the vocals, listening to the playback in Trevor's studio. 


"My God, Trev, you and Duncan were born to sing together!" 


"Is that what it is?" Duncan quipped, and Trevor stuck out his tongue. 
"He's got to back you up on the rest of this, c'mon! The harmonies are perfect!" 


Again Trevor held his tongue. Of course they are, because | fucking well know what Im doing "\Whaddya think, 
biscuit? Help me out, then?" 


"Oh | got nothin’ better to do, | s'pose | can" 
‘Oh my God, | just had another brilliant idea..remember | played you Jason's record, the rough mix?" 
"Yeah. It's pretty good" 


"What would make it beffer is if you and Duncan could do backing vocals. Dan's a great singer, but his range is 


limited. You two do the high harmonies perfectly" 


"Oh go on then!" Duncan exclaimed, and Trevor gave him a warm smile. It occurred to him that perhaps Duncan 


had been feeling rather anonymous of late. "But yeah, I'm up for it, if Mr. Muso is." 
"Yeah, sure. But | do the arrangements then" 


‘Oh absolutely. Look, I've got to get over there and duke it out with Phil, he's giving me shit on some of the 


mixes. I'll be back tomorrow at ten" 


"See ya then," Trevor said, and after his producer departed he and Duncan went outside, sitting on the 


retaining wall, 

"Nice day." 

"Yeah, you can see more than a mile away," Trevor cracked. "So you admit it, then?" 

"Wot you talkin’ ‘bout?" 

"You wrote that song about me." 

‘Oh it was always obvious, biscuit. But we thought you didn't listen to the record on purpose." 
"Well of course | did! | know you all did the same..probably laughed at me." 

"And you at us. But at the same time | heard what we were missing.’ 


"Me too. All | could hear was that | didn't have you. But | had to pretend, of course, that | didn't need you." 


"You didn't. That's what really scared us, y'know." 

"Letts go have lunch, hmm?" 

"Don't wanna talk ‘bout this?" 

"Just not here. Can't do it ‘less there's a drink in front of me." 

Duncan chuckled. "Strong medicine." 

Trevor drove them to 12 Market Street and asked if they could play the piano. The lunch rush had died down, 
so the manager reluctantly agreed, not recognizing either of them. Trevor drank vodka and played Tchaikovsky. 
Duncan drank gin and tonic and played The Beatles. Their food was finally served and Trevor still couldn't look 
Duncan in the eye..the other wanted to hug him, again, but the paparazzi could be anywhere. 

"D'ya ‘member, when ya first came here and ya rang me? My mum warned me, y'know." 

| thought she would." 


"And then all you said was, ‘Will you talk to me? and how could | say no to that? You sounded so pitiful!" 


| was. Thoroughly wretched. There was a day - not long after | rang you, | think - when | just laid in bed for 
the longest and Shel finally opened the drapes, handed me the Strat and said ‘You'd better bloody well get up!" 


Duncan laughed loudly, but the restaurant was mostly empty, so he was ignored by the other LA blasé 


denizens. 


"You? Not wanna get up? That's a new wrinkle. You were always the one banging on the sodding door at bloody 


daybreak." 


Trevor sighed, drained his glass, set it aside and considered a piece of bread. "D'ya ever have a moment, like, in 


the middle of the night where you suddenly thought what the fuck have | done?" 


Duncan shook his head, snickering, before eating a piece of grilled chicken. He finally leaned in, staring at the 


other till wide brown eyes met his own. 
"Y'not special, Trev, in that. Had the thought for years, ever since that fight. Y'know which one | mean" 


Trevor looked down again, began cutting his steak into smaller pieces. "I'm sorry. Didn't think I'd ever say that, 


but | need to. Tell you all that, though Cloudy will crow like a rooster, fully.” 


‘Sometimes no matter how much you love something you can't save it. We couldn't save it, y'know? Though we 


loved it, because we just didn't know it would come to this. Of course, for you -" 
"Don't you dare. Tired of hearing ‘bout the golden goose." 


"Not thai, | mean. Whatever it would have been, you would have done it. Not stopped till you did. You're that 


way. 
"And left any number of people for dead on the road" 


Duncan looked up again, surprised. "Trev, what are you on about? Really, you didn't do anything anyone else 


wouldn't have done." 
"Don't tell me that, Dunc. Tune me true and tell me what a shit | was." 


Duncan laughed, and this time his laugher was mocking. "No, not gonna play that game, my bru. We were all 
little shits, so full of ourselves. Clever Trevor no less than Darling Duncan or Cloudy or Robot - ya tune me? 
We were blind to everything except what we wanted, found a way to ignore the cracks. But it can't last 
forever, and Christ! We were kids..boys who thought they were men but we were wrong. And then we had to 


grow up." 

"But sometimes | don't feel like | ever grew up, not really.” 
"When does one know, hey? Maybe never." 

"Do you?" 

"| dunno what | know, really. | just keep keepin’ on" 


Trevor motioned for a refill, as the answer was one he knew was the abject dreadful truth. 


Trevor willed himself to moments of peace and light..sitting on one end of the couch, guitar in hand, playing 
whatever came to mind..Shelley reading her class textbook, dutifully highlighting important passages and making 
notes,..Ryan playing with his Hot Wheels on the floor while some sitcom droned in the background. Solly was 
allowed to lie between them on the couch, his tail thumping whenever Trevor leaned over and scratched the 
top of his head. In the moment he felt more vindicated, perhaps, then he had to see that issue of Bilboard 
which proclaimed his song as 41 in America. The long-distant almost mythical goal, achieved. But only one. 
There was this one, too. Shelter, not only in the form of hearth and home, but heart as well. He knew that he 


could leave and when he returned it would all be as he had left it. 


His portal to the past, in the form of a flowering bush, was only leaves now, but he stared at it every 
morning and returned to painful places, to honor them. There was no making it right, there was only a way to 


express how those things had shaped him, to remember. The past was too heavy to put down but he knew 


what held him in place was only a different version of what he'd lived before. And he always ran, tried to run, 
but this time the only place left to run was the past..the place he was forever leaving behind. Moving on, not 
stopping to consider what had occurred, and why. 

And now here it was, before him. He took a leaf and tore it into tiny pieces. 

Jacaranda, help me out 

To see a black kid his age just hanging around, in the same room as the older musicians Trevor had come to 
know and respect, was surprising; he was intrigued. The recording studio was a world of experience, which 
often rendered him humbled. But the guy was always at the back of the room, watching with wide eyes and 
even wider smile. Trevor would catch his eye every so often and smile in return, and the other would lower 
his eyes in an automatic gesture of deference, but the smile would appear eventually. One night Trevor waited 
outside the building for his father to pick him up, and the kid came out of the back entrance and began rapidly 
walking down the street, to the Blacks-Only taxi stop. 


"Howzit bru?" Trevor called out, and the other stopped. He turned and waved, smiling, then ducked his head and 
made to walk off again. 


"Wait!" Trevor said, coming towards him, guitar case in hand. 


"Ja boss?" the other said, looking at the pavement. Trevor felt deeply guilty, the color of his own skin an 
automatic signifier of the oppression the other was living under. 


"Don't tune me that kak, hey? I'm Trev, wots your name?" 


The other ran a hand over his close-cropped hair, looked at his worn takkies, his body seemed to be burdened 
with tension, shoulders slumped. "Kenny." 


Trevor held out his hand. When Kenny looked up at him he was smiling, doing his best to convey that his 


intentions were nothing but genuine. After a few moments Kenny shook his hand. 


"So who d'ya know there?" Trevor inquired, nodded his head back in the direction of RPM Studios. "Been seeing 
you a lot lately." 


"My uncle Reggie, he plays the drums and congas." 
"Reggie's your uncle? He's lekker, | played with him at the Rendezvous too." 
"| know, bo-" 


"China, what's my name?" 


"Sorry. Trev. | know, | saw you there too." 

"Y'did? When?" 

"Long time. He told me to come. Wanted me to see the bru could play like a pro.” 

Trevor flushed, it was his turn to study his shoes. "I - I'll never be as good as those blokes." 
"You are. You play like something -" 

Trevor looked up, grinning. "Like wot?" 

"Like the roar of the lion in the morning." 


Trevor felt himself blushing even hotter, to gain such poetic praise. "Tune me, bru! | only hope to sound like 


that: 


Trevor's father pulled up to the kerb in his car, waving at Trevor. Kenny made to run off but Trevor held 


onto his arm. 

"Bru its lekker, just my dad. Come meet him" 

Kenny looked frightened, as the elder Rabin turned off the engine and emerged from the driver's seat. 
"Who's this fine chap, Trev?" 

"This is Kenny, his uncle Reggie is the drummer in the jazz band | play with." 

"Ah, well very pleased to meet you Kenny. Can | give you a ride somewhere?" 

Kenny shook the other's hand, polite but uneasy. "No sir, | take the taxi." 

"Nonsense! It's late, and we don't want the police harassing you for cutting it so close to curfew." 
"My kasie, it's bad." 


"C'mon Kenny, don't want you to catch it," Trevor urged, gesturing towards the car. "It's my fault any road, 


keeping you out" 


Kenny got into the backseat and Trevor turned to him from the front, talking the entire way. When Trevor's 
father reached the outskirts of the township, Kenny pleaded for him to stop. 


"Please sir, this is good. You shouldn't drive in here, it's dangerous. They will see your fine car and try to rob 


you" 
"But will you be safe, Kenny? That's my concern" 
Kenny nodded. "I run fast, | always get away from the tsotsies." 


Trevor got out of the car and gripped Kenny's hand in his own, tightly. "I'm booked for a session tomorrow 


right. Will you be there?" 

"| try, if my uncle will take me. Sometimes he says | don't go. 

"Hl talk to him, tell him | want to teach you to play guitar, hey?" 

Kenny smiled, with a slight shake of his head. "He'll tune you easier to teach a kudu to fly" 
Trevor laughed. "We'll see. If you don't come l'll just have to come find you, china’ 


Kenny ducked his head again, in what Trevor would come to appreciate as a gesture of his inherently self- 


effacing nature, not merely related to the color line. 
"You a good bloke, Trev." 
Trevor sat up in bed, heart pounding as if he been in the depths of a nightmare, but hearing that phrase - 


good bloke good bloke good bloke 


- echoing inside his mind like a tenacious musical idea. Or an obsession. But he felt as if someone had called his 
name, shouting from a distance, loud enough to penetrate the veil of unconsciousness. An echo of the fear he 


had experienced ten years prior gripped him once more. 
Why? Why dant | do more? 


Trevor got up, surprised to find he was dressed..he couldn't remember having gone to bed that way. The fear 
continued to build as he realized he couldn't remember any of the previous day. He walked out to the kitchen, 
hearing Solly's tail thumping on the floor from where he lay on his bed. Shelley was peeling potatoes, humming 


along with a song on the radio. 
"There you are. | told Ry-ry to let you sleep, you came to bed terribly late." 
Trevor kissed her then poured himself a cup of tea, musing. Fragments returned: recording a solo fifteen times 


and not being happy with any of the takes..playing for hours, trying to lose himself in the music and shut out 
that anger still hovering on the horizon..and finally, having a beer as he watched The Tonight Show which 


became two, then three, then switching to brandy until he felt the anxiety finally withdraw its' claws enough 
that he knew he could sleep, face down in the pillow like the drunken prat he felt he was turning into. 


| had a dream ‘bout Kenny." 
Shelley turned to her husband, looking concerned. "Good or bad?" 
"Can't remember. But | feel like it was bad. | woke up..scared." 


She came and sat down next to him at the breakfast nook, taking Trevor into her arms. He rested his head 


against hers and sighed. 
"You're working too hard again, y'know. It happens when you're exhausted, all the bad memories.’ 


"I just -" Trevor sighed again. "| feel like I've got only one chance to prove myself again, y'know? Got to take it, 


got to do it right this time." 


Shelley stroked Trevor's hair, understanding that he needed to feel as though he could finally succeed going it 
alone. He wasn't the type to feel he was successful until he could be successful all on his own, a goal he had 
never achieved. She knew the thought tormented him, even as she prayed to find a way to relieve him of that 


specific burden. 


"I know," she said, quietly. 


| looked for you in Blue Jay Way 
but | found you wouldn't stay. 


Chris didn't live there, of course. But he might as well have..it was equally as difficult to find him, now. 


He did just what was indicated he should do: camp out on the doorstep. Trevor had already been inside the 
house and it was a shambles. But more than the general disarray, Trevor had found the other's stash, easily.. 
he knew his Fish well. And what he found would have not disturbed him even a year ago..but he wasn't that 


guy anymore. 


The same fear choked him, as he sat there for two hours, smoking and listening to the birds and an occasional 
jet on its' way to LAX. He could find Chris again but he wanted to find him here, where he could corner the 
other and make him listen. Anything but this silence. 


This dead silence, following the ultimatum. Trevor would demand adherence to his goal, only to be met with 
silence. And so he went it alone. It was a pattern which kept repeating itself through the years. But this time 
Trevor could actually see it happening, instead of being blinded by his own arrogance. He put his face against 
his knees as he sat there, the sun hot on his head, and pleaded with whatever it was which might possibly be 


responsible for bestowing good fortune and common sense. 


Fish come back Please. | dont want to be alone anymore. 


Sick Sick and tired. But so many dates had already been cancelled due to technical difficulties and Trevor 
couldn't bear the thought of more cancellations. To prolong this agony. And it had all started with one cold 
night in which everything which could go wrong had gone wrong..and Chris revealed the depths of something 


Trevor could not bear to see. 


Milwaukee was beset with snow and the trucks were only just able to make it into town and to the arena for 
load-in, but the crew busted their collective humps in order to make up the time and soundcheck was 
scheduled as usual. Longer than usual, however, to perform a few run-throughs to try and avoid further 
technical mishaps. But the power wasn't holding steady, the snow had been heavy the night before, lines were 


down all over the area. 


More troubling than the blackouts was the fact that Chris had failed to appear when the band got to the 


venue. The rest took it in stride as Chris' tech took over on bass, but Trevor was incensed. 
"Where the fuck is he? How could he just fucking disappear, explain that to me, if you please." 


"Trev, Chris does this sometimes, but he's always back for the show, right?" their manager replied, attempting 
to calm the other down. 


"Fish follows his own timetable, Trev," Jon commented, as if speaking to a child. 


"This is beyond holding us up," Trevor shot back, just this side of rude retort. "Over an hour now and he's not 


here. And he's never missed a soundcheck" 

The others began snickering and Trevor counted to ten or risk punching someone. 

"Not that you've ever witnessed," Tony observed, fixing the other with a smirk. 

"So I'm in the club now, then? Of all the people Fish has pissed off?" 

"That's the size of it," Jon said, but his glance was pitying, and again Trevor wanted to hit someone. 

After a long negotiation with the utility company, the venue had managed to get a guarantee that the power 
would not go off during the performance. Hours passed in which they all got ready, engaging in their pre-gig 


rituals, but Chris had still not shown. Trevor had engaged in heated debate with their manager, tour manager, 


and security chief, but no one seemed particularly alarmed until Richard had opened the back door, revealing 


the depths of the snowfall. 


"Holy fuck," he exclaimed. "Uh, we might have to worry now." 

Tony D. got on the phone and called the police chief. Richard called a few local radio and record people, trying 
to find out if anyone had seen Chris. Trevor looked outside at the snow, still a sight so alien to him, the cold 
making him numb even as fear climbed his spine and clawed his stomach, sharp and acidic. 

Another hour. And then.. 

The others tried to keep quiet, but Chris was talking loudly and slightly slurring his words and the minute 
Trevor heard his voice as he paced the common room and smoked, he felt blind rage and incredible relief. He 
dropped his cigarette on the floor and walked swiftly to the hallway, others coming behind him as they feared 
violence. Their security detail tried to make a wall between him and the other but Trevor used the advantage 
of his height to break through, pushing Chris into the room the management team was using as their office, 
as a few people attempted to intervene but Trevor had Chris in a deathgrip, pinning him to the wall. 

"How could you fucking do this, you bastard?! To mel" 


"Look, I'm sorry, but -" 


"No, I'm not having it, do you hear me?! You are irresponsible, unprofessional, how the fuck could you even 


show your face now?! You disgust mel” 

Chris fixed Trevor with a particularly cold glare, despite the other having accosted him. 

"Have a care, Trev. You're about to say something you might not be able to apologize for later." 
"Apologize? If anyone should be apologizing it should be you, you -" 

"Don't," Tony D. suddenly said in his ear. "Trev, c'mon now, you've said your piece, let him get ready." 
"We're already nearly an hour late!" 

"And we'll go over that if you don't stop." 


Trevor allowed himself to be pulled away and wondered that the prevailing emotion he felt was not anger, but 


betrayal. Where had he gone, what had he done..and why had Chris gone alone? 
What secrets was he hiding? 
"You can't take it personally, y'know," Jon murmured, as Trevor came into the common room and poured 


himself a shot of vodka, gulping it and shaking with repressed fury. "He's not thinking of anyone when he acts 
like this. No one but himself" 


And Trevor couldn't say no this is different. Chris wouldnt treat me like he treats all of you. Im special to him 


More special than you ever were. Because he couldn't explain what that meant. And Jon would probably laugh. 
Oh that's what he told you, eh? He lies, y'know. 


And he couldn't deny it, Trevor had witnessed plenty of lies told to others. But never to him..or so he thought. 
But now he wondered. 


Where were you? Who were you with? What were you doing? 

(And where you go and what you do..baby, | can't fight) 

Trevor swam every morning and he did his best to clear his mind of everything..allowed his body to follow the 
repetitive muscle memory motion of swimming laps, a different stroke each way. After five laps he felt like 
rubber but pushed himself to do another five, then floated on his back for a while, counting the clouds he 
could see above him, and the leaves on the trees waving in the faint breeze. 

"Daddy!" 

Trevor performed a somersault from his supine position in the center of the pool then swam over to the 
edge, smoothing his hair off his face when he surfaced. Ryan was standing at the gate in swim trunks with his 
inflatable ring (decorated with a motif of colorful fish) around his waist. 

"Ry-ry did you have breakfast?" 

"Uh-huh." 

"Y'know what Mummy says, have to wait for your tum to settle before you swim." 


"| did!" 


Trevor hauled himself out of the pool, leaving a trail of chlorinated water on the concrete as he walked to the 
gate. 


"Shel!" 
"Yeah!" 
"Can Ryan go in the pool?" 


"Sure!" 


Trevor unlocked the gate. "Well the Queen has spoken, hasn't she?" Ryan dashed by his father. 
"Hey chommie, no running!” 
"Daddy catch mel” 


Trevor came down the steps in the shallow end back into the water, shivering at the change in temperature. 


"Take off your innertube, bru, right? Then I'll catch you." 


Ryan wiggled out of the ring only to find his swimming trunks had fallen off as well. He looked down at his 


ankles, confused. 

"Oi kiddo, pull up yer swimmies! Can't have you flashing yer bits outside!" 

Ryan giggled and pulled up his trunks. "I'm jumping!" 

Trevor held out his arms. "Jump away, my bru!" 

Ryan made a big splash and Trevor brought him up just as he went under. "Like a whale you are!" 
Ryan spit out water like a fountain and Trevor did the same. 

"You're the whale!" 

I'm the whale?" 

"Yeah! I'm a dolphin!" 

"Oh | see. Y'wanna jump again, hey?" 

Ryan shook his head. "I'm going to swim," he said, matter -of-factly. 

"Right you are then" Trevor brought his son back to the steps and put on the innertube. "Off ya go!" 
Ryan set out dogpaddling for the other side of the shallow end. "Let's race, Daddy!" 


Trevor stood up and began stroking the surface of the water frantically, acting comical. "Oi, yer too fast for 


me!" 
Ryan stopped and gave his father a skeptical look. "You're not moving, Daddy. 


Trevor looked surprised. "Oh, that's what | forgot!" He crouched down in the water and walked slowly along the 


bottom while moving his arms in a breaststroke motion, making sure to stay behind and to the side of his son 


Ryan laughed as he started again 

‘lm beating you!" 

‘Oh it's not over yet" 

When Ryan touched the concrete lip he let out with a "Ah!" which made Trevor smile. His son was also 
grinning, missing one of his teeth on the bottom and his father had one of those moments where he saw 
himself at that age - in his sunny memories of childhood - deep emotion squeezing his heart with a nostalgic 
ache. Trevor took a normal stride and reached the spot. 

"Guess what?" he said, putting his forehead against Ryan's. 

"Chicken butt!" 

Trevor burst out laughing, throwing his head back. "Where did you learn that?" 

"At school. Tyler said it" 

"Is he in your class?" 


"Yeah." 


"Oh goodness, it begins. All those tawdry things one picks up in the schoolyard. Now let's start again, but this 
time you say, ‘What? 


"Okay" 

"Guess what?" 

"What?" 

"| have it on good authority that your dad loves you" 

"You're my dadl" Ryan exclaimed. 

"Well then that must mean | love you, hey?" 

Ryan put his arms around Trevor's neck and hung on, like a baby monkey. "I love you, Daddy," 
Trevor put his arms around his son, balanced on his knees 


"You've gotten so tall..but let me tune you, kiddo, you grow taller than me I'll still be in charge, hey?" 


"You're the king!" 
"That's right! l'm finally the king!" Trevor raised his arms in humorous victory. 


"Ag, you'll always be Clever Trevor, Prince of Jozi," a warm yet sardonic voice informed him. Shelley was 


standing at the gate, arms folded, looking at her boys with an affectionate smile. 
"Are you really a prince, Daddy?" 

Trevor made to reply but Shelley interjected. 

"Eish! Dort tell silly tales, Mr. Rabin" 

Trevor rolled his eyes. "Well then why don't you tell him, Queen Mum" 


Shelley unlocked the gate and walked over to open a nearby cabinet which held assorted pool accessories and a 


pile of towels. "C'mon Ry-ry, Daddy needs to finish his exercise." 
lm done, babe," Trevor said, swinging Ryan around in circles while making motor sounds. 


"Your father was very famous in our country, we used to call him Prince Trevor; he wasn't a real prince, luv. 


But he was very special.” 

"Did you play guitar?" 

"Yes | did!" 

"Bring him in, Trev. Alex rang, said he needed to see you." 
"When?" 

"As soon as possible. Wouldn't tell me anything else." 

"On a Saturday? Must be something bad" 

"Or something important." 

"Or something bad and important." 

"Any road, need to get ready now-now." 


"Yes Mummy," Trevor said, teasingly. 


Alex never came to the point directly. Trevor had been sitting in his manager's office, sipping tea and 


discussing the album for nearly an hour when he finally lost his patience. 
"Alex, y'know | love you but | can think of better ways to spend my Saturday. Wots the trouble?" 


His manager looked beyond him, to the wall of windows looking out on Melrose Avenue. "Tour's all booked. But 


its clubs, only clubs. Some of them are rather small’ 

Trevor shrugged. "Thats all right. Would rather go that route, actually. Want it to be just about the music’ 
'Label's not happy about that: They really wanted to break this record wide" 

"Well wot can we do? Can only book the places that want to be booked” 

"So you still want to go?" 

Trevor let out a huff of frustration *Yes! I've been saying that all along. | want to play these songs to people, 
want to see how they like them. Haven't played just for me in nearly ten years. I'm getting stir-crazy. Is that 


what they call it?" 


Alex nodded, then sighed, putting his chin on his fist. Trevor noticed his manager was avoiding looking him in 
the eye. "I know this means a lot to you. But you have demands they're pushing back on" 


"Like wot?" 
"They sent back the invoice for the inventory. They're refusing to pay for the PA” 


"Bloody helll Why?!" 


‘One of Smith's flunkies sent a memo. Said every club already has a PA, there's no need to take an entire 


system on the road with you." 

"Let me see the itinerary." 

Alex opened a file folder on his desk, looking through the papers within, then withdrew a sheet and handed it to 
Trevor, who read the list of venues, trying to recall how many of them he had visited during the years he 


had traveled around America with Yes. 


"We're not gonna be some fucking pub band, y'know. Just because we're playing clubs doesn't mean we have to 
sound like shite." 


"l agree, but it's their money.” 
Trevor tossed the sheet of paper onto Alex's desk and lit a cigarette with angry motions. 


"Story of my fucking life since | left South Africa. ‘Trev, you're special, they tell me. Just not special enough, 
apparently. Not special enough to spend some money on. This isn't some bloody vanity project, | want this 


record to be successful. I'm willing to do whatever it takes to make that happen. | passed on the advance, didn't 


|? But they've got to hold up their end of the bargain 
"Maybe we can use some of the Yes money, and you can pay it back with your next royalty cheque." 
"That money is to support my family! Shel wouldn't say no but | won't do that, Alex. Can't | just talk to them?" 


‘Ive already tried, Trev. There's a lot of fear right now. Profits are down. Once they hear the record then 
they'll probably be more receptive." 


"But we've got to sort it out now. We're nearly ready to start rehearsals.’ 
"Have you found a bass player yet?" 


"Heard a couple people. They don't impress me. Guess l'm spoiled by Chris' style. But Mark knows a guy, gonna 
check him out next week." 


Alex sighed, sat back in his chair. "That's another thing." 
Trevor also sat back, making another annoyed face then taking a reflexive drag. "Wot else?!" 


"Nikki called the office the other day. Said she came out to collect some of her things from Chris and he was 


in a bad way. Thought you said he wasn't any worse than usual." 
Trevor took another drag, stalling, his mind recoiling at the memory of recent events. 


The phone was ringing in some discarded hour before dawn. Trevor grabbed at it from his unconscious sprawl on 
the couch, he could hear the click of Solly’s nails on the tile as his dog unsteadlly rose from his bed in the kitchen 
‘Lie down, bru," he called out, his voice thick and hoarse. He put the receiver to his ear. 

"Who's this?" It seemed the appropriate greeting to such a call. He waited for Shelley to pick up from the bedroom, 
but he must have answered in time. 

"Trev?" 

‘Fishy? Where are you?" 

"| dunno.” Chris fell silent, Trevor could hear distant conversation and music, but very faint. 

"Who are you with?" 

"l dont know. | dont remember any of these people." 


Trevor sat up, the television showed the glaring white of static, though low enough not fo wake anyone. He put his 
hand on his forehead: contused, aching, panicked 

"You truly dont know where you are?" 

"No." Hs Fishy sounded lke a frightened child, and Trevor's chest tightened Certain attitudes were much easier to 
reach now that he was a father. 

‘ld fetch you if | knew where you were. Can you go outside and look around? Look at the street sign?" 

-" A deep sigh, then stammering. Chris did not stutter, normally. 

‘Fishy, calm down What did you take?" 

"LI don't remember, Trev. | dont remember anything except waking up a few moments ago. Then | found a phone, 
dialed your number, but its lke a dream. Is this really you?" 

Tears again, his eyes blurry from scant sleep and now this. 

"Chris, listen to me. Check your pockets. You holding?" 

-" Trevor could hear Chris moving around "Uh, oh Yes" 

‘Flush it down the toilet, right? Then call the police." 

"But -" 

‘Don't think you can just leave?" 

‘lm.1 dont know these people. They put me in this room. | can hear them out there, but | took a peek and |. what 
if they mean fo hurt me?" 

"What did you find in your pocket?" 

"Uh." Trevor heard a sniff, then a sigh. "I dunno." 

Trevor stood yp, clenching the receiver in his hand, struggling to keep his voice quiet. Fishy don't lie fo me! What is 
itel" 

A sob came in answer, his friend's voice cracking 'Im not, Trev, | dunno what it is! What if Im dreaming, and | cant 
wake up?" 

Trevor sat down again, wanting to scream in frustration. It was obvious Chris was having an attack of paranoia, 
Ikely brought on by foo much cocaine, but there were worse things..and not knowing exactly was it was made 
those speculations truly frightening 

"Chris | can't help you if you don’t help me. Either call the police or try to find out where you are." 

‘But |=" 

A rustling sound Trevor could hear Chris make a garbled sound of protest 

"Who the fuck is this?" 

The stranger's voice was gravely and curt. Trevor attempted fo sound as tough as he could, though he knew he 
didn’t have the knack. 

‘1 want fo pick up my friend What's the address?" 

‘He owes me money." 

"How much?" 

‘Seven large." 

‘Seven hundred?" 

"Yes, you tea-swilling faggot, seven hundred. Want him? Bring it now." 

The guy named an address which Trevor recognized as being somewhere in Los Feliz. He asked for clarification on 
how to get there from his location 

‘Give me half an hour, please. | need to get the money, but I will be there." 


"You can have an hour. So for his sake youd better get your ass over here." 


Trevor had shouted, Trevor had threatened, Trevor had cried 

Chris had never looked so frightened or sick 

But he stayed home now, whenever Trevor came by to check on him he would find Chris in bed, blankly staring at 
the television And he thought that was the best of all possible outcomes, not stopping to consider he still might 
find the other dead, one day, despite being safe as houses. 

"He knows he's going wrong. But | can't make him do anything, none of us can" 

"We can stage an intervention" 

"Inter-what?" 


"An intervention. Basically we get together and insist he go to a clinic, dry out, or what-have-you." 


"Let me talk to him, one more time. Make him see reason. If we gang up on him, he might just do something 


stupid." 

"Stubborn as, like you, that's why you two get along so well.” 

Trevor merely looked at Alex, nervously trimming the ash on his cigarette. 

"Tell him he'll end up alone again, like he was before. They all abandoned him, y'know, before you came along - 
even Alan - though Alan always comes when he's called. Thats what you should do, you should convince Alan 
to stand with you and tell Fish to get right. He'd listen to the two of you more than anyone." 

He listens to me until | stop talking And then its back to oblivion 

"He's my bru, I'll try to make him see it, | swear. But let me try it my way, one more time." 

Alex sighed. "Sure you just don't want to cut your losses?" 


Trevor's mouth dropped open, mid-exhale. He coughed in shock. "What are you suggesting?!" 


"Do you have any idea, really, about how many times this band has fucked up in their history? And who was 


the true cause of it all?" 
Trevor counted to ten before saying anything, very carefully stubbing out his cigarette. 


"You know you're not just a manager to me, Alex, and | respect you and trust you implicitly. But let me tell 


you right now that if you ever say anything of the sort about Chris to my face, again, | won't forgive you." 


He hoped his expression was hard, like stone. Unyielding. 


Trust is a fragile thing. Within five minutes of actually meeting Chris, Trevor was ready to trust the other 
with his entire future but then about a month into the process of becoming a new band, something happened 
which made him less feel than certain. 

A skinny bespectacled guy with dull brown hair and an air of cautious arrogance came into their midst. 
"Trev, this is Trevor Horn. He was in the last version of Yes." 

Trevor knew the name, but had never considered the person or any of his accomplishments. 

"Hill." He held out his hand, which was diffidently clasped. 

"Thought we might try Trevor on a singer." 

Out of the corner of his eye Trevor could see Alan behind his kit shake his head, slightly. He recalled from a 
previous conversation Trevor Horn had left the band because he didn't feel he really was a singer, though he 
could sing. And he wasn't one to argue outright, but a fish how's your mind sat in his mouth for a while before 
he could swallow it back down. They played the few songs they had managed to work up, while Trevor sat 
perfectly still on a nearby sofa, expressionless. 

"Are there any lyrics?" he finally asked. 

"Here and there," Chris answered blithely. 

The other nodded and they went off to converse as the rest noodled about with other ideas. Taking a break 
later on Trevor looked over at Alan with curiosity-widened eyes and Alan simply shrugged. At dinner, Trevor 
decided to attempt to get a straight answer out of Chris, unaware that such a thing could be impossible at 


times. 


"May | ask why you think we need another singer? Much less someone whom | last heard didn't want to be 


one?" 


"Trevor just has bad memories of the tour, is all. He's a fine singer, needs some encouragement, but it seems 


like the thing to do." 
"Why? You and | can handle it fine." 


"But I'm not a lead singer, dear, not really. Can do it in a pinch but td much rather stick to what | know. And of 


course you can sing, but we don't want simplify what we're doing for the sake of you singing.’ 


Trevor grinned. "Yes I've rather had it with simplification" 


"Let's just try it, hmm? See how it works. You're the star, of course, which is why | don't want to Tax you 
with too much. You'll do much better to concentrate on your strengths." 


"Singing is one of my strengths. I've always been a singer." 


"Of course." Chris continued eating as if the conversation was finished. Trevor sighed and stared at him for a 
few moments, but when their eyes met again Chris smiled, the smile which had reassured him at every turn. 


If there was an echo of caution in Trevor's thoughts at that moment, he didn't hear it. 


"Why is it every time | come to Florida! end up in hospital?" 


His voice sounded as a mere shadow, horrible to his ears and yet, when he saw the delighted shining smile on 
the face of this, his present mentor, his heart surged to remind him he was alive..yet again. He had been 
drifting in and out of consciousness for how long he could not know but the constant had been the sight of the 
other - sometimes with Shelley, sometimes alone - keeping watch. He heard whispering in his dreams, and once 
opened his eyes, his head turned from the speaker, but knew daylight for a moment to confirm that the 


words weren't merely unconscious wishful thinking. 

You can't leave me, Trev. It would kill me foo. 

And Trevor knew that Chris loved him..he had known from the beginning but had never considered the depths 
of what that meant in terms of their lives, both together and apart. Tried to imagine what Chris did when he 


was alone..and nothing came to mind. 


Perhaps that was the answer all along. 


Trevor always meant to make Kenny smile. Kept his promise of guitar lessons, patient in each hour they spent 
while the other learned chords, Trevor reminding himself not to talk too fast or explain things as if speaking to 
a child. His race was all treated like children, or criminals, and the thought sickened him. Trevor and his father 


had long discussions about the injustice of it all. 


"Dad, | thought | might give Kenny some of my clothes, the ones that don't fit anymore. Mum hasn't collected 
them for the jumble sale yet. He's shorter than me, after all. 


His father favored him with a loving smile. 


"You mean well, and l'm so proud of you. But Kenny is proud too. It might embarrass him to accept your 


charity." 


"Not charity, just want him to have some lekker togs, y'know?" 
"I know, Trev, but one of the best methods of compassion is to truly take the other's side. Think of how he 
would feel. And if his family and friends saw him wearing nicer clothes, while they are still in rags, in a manner 


of speaking..that might shame him fully." 


Trevor's expression turned from hope to despair. "I tune you, Dad" He sighed. "I wish | could do more for him, 


he's not got a chance, not really.” 

"None of them do, chommie. They're not meant to, the government has seen to that. And to deny our 
brothers - because they are, well and truly, our brothers - the freedoms we enjoy -" Godfrey sighed as well 
"Sometimes | don't know how we can live with ourselves." 


"Jules, he was telling me how the boere used to harass him, just for being seen in public with his friends." 


"It's a fine line we tread. | think you are each lucky to be friends. Always hold him in your heart" 


Awake, another nightmare lingering, but wanting to pick up the phone. 


| do, Dad, | do. But it's not enough when my heart is broken and can't hold him any longer..any of them, the ones | 


promised | would 
He had failed. No matter what he did, what he had done, he failed the ones who needed him the most. 


And what did he need? He thought he knew..but any of those things: success, love, admiration, money, 


satisfaction..they were never quite the thing itself, when recognized and bestowed. 

Transcendent moments lasted only as long as the moment, and then were gone. 

And he ached, the void was growing wider, when was it all supposed to get better? 

Trevor had to admit that perhaps peace might never be his. The irony made him bitterly chuckle. People would 
look at him, see him perform, and think everything is easy for you. But it wasn't, he had an unholy lust for 
perfection, despite the knowledge that it could never be attained. 

He was reminded of a line he had written long ago: 


Baby, help me out of this darkness. 
„and he wondered if he should truly just walk away. 


Inspiration was always lodged in his mind, it was just a matter of getting it out. 


Trevor was emphatic with his producer: he couldn't be rushed, the lyrics had to be just right, had to reflect 
the serious tangents he wanted to follow. But he would sit inside his artistic fortress and write lines, cross 
them out, write more lines, some of which were also crossed out. Only fragments made the cut and he was 
disgusted with himself. He recalled it used to be easier, with Patric, who could take his youthful enthusiasm 
and mold it into something palpable, or encourage his own efforts in the proper direction He would later adopt 


Mutts advice a little too well. 
You want the sound, not the meaning Nobody ever remembers the meaning any road 


But he had learned another lesson, working with Jon. People loved his lyrics, even as they appeared to make no 
real sense at times. People revered him as a poet, an artist, and Trevor would often feel like merely a labourer 
in the face of such glamorous phrase. It rankled to think he couldn't be all things, for he enjoyed being a law 


unto himself. 


And then he thought of the one who would have chided him, said he was an artist, even as he was the last to 


agree..but he prized her belief in him above all. 


Hear me mother, give me more tomorrows 
give me love 

don't wanna be alone. 

The feeling of nothing 

taking up forever 

every time | 


make mistakes. 


Hot afternoons..in which one was supposed to sleep, and he never could. Creeping out of his room, Ceddy at his 
heels, peeking at the sweet face of his sleeping sister in her bed..then down the hall past the living room, down 
past the master bedroom, to the other end of the house where the sun room was, windows full of green 


from the garden beyond. 


His mother sat before an easel, luminous splotches of colour upon the canvas, holding a brush aloft and 
seemingly staring through the windows at the glowing day before her. After a few moments she placed a dab 
of blue upon the canvas, carefully filling in a space which Trevor supposed was sky, but he wasn't entirely 
sure. His mother didn't paint actual things, her paintings were full of colour and emotion and she would 
announce what it was and then the viewer could appreciate her representation of the object, or the quality. 
Sometimes Trevor liked to imagine something completely different for the subject of the painting, a story 
would form in his mind, like a dream. He watched her in serene silence, his eyelids growing heavy in the heat 
and the quiet. Ceddy had laid down in the doorway, enjoying the cool tile of the floor, and Trevor sat down next 
to him, rubbing at his eyes with his fists. 


"Trevvie," his mother said, startling him to alertness once more. She was still faced away from him. "Are you 


supposed to be awake?" 
"Can't sleep, Mummy," he said, yawning even so. "My eyes won't shut. Can | watch you paint?" 


"Eish! You've got to get some rest, luv, your sister has her recital this afternoon and then you have your 


competition tonight. Need to be at your best" 

"Derek said he wasn't coming." 

"Well of course he's coming! He's just teasing you, Trev." 

"Wot you painting, Mummy?" 

‘| think it shall be that lovely pond at the Public Gardens. Remember?" 

"The one with all the ducks?" 

"Yes luv. Come now, you and Ceddy go back to your room. If you can't sleep then you can just lie quietly, hey?" 
"Yes Mummy. Can you teach me to paint sometime? Please?" 


"Well | never learnt to paint, actually. | just paint what | feel inside. But I'll tell you what, you can start painting 
with me some days, right? When you don't have a lesson How would that be?" 


"Lekker!" 
"Go on then" 


In later years, one of his treasured times, always, was when Trevor would sit beside his mother in the sun 
room and they would each paint what they felt. Trevor was always painting water: for him it was the 


substance of peace, and of imagination. 
"Mum, d'ya ever like you're in the middle of one and you've got it all wrong? Stuck in a swamp?" 


"Trev, you're too hard on yourself. Instead of making the painting what you want it to be, just let it be 
whatever it will That is where great art comes from: from your heart and soul, not your mind. Your mind 
takes the idea and makes it real, but the idea has to come from within" 


He nodded, sighing. He had learned that he could let go when he painted, if not completely disconnect his 
thoughts, at least slide out from under them to a dreamy state of contemplation, his fantasies seeming to run 
wild across an otherwise empty landscape. Painting helped Trevor to fill in that landscape, to provide the world 


in which his dreams could come forth and be born through his hands into music, into pictures which were 


impressionistic bursts of colour and imagination 
Now, every time he felt he was getting it wrong, he retreated to a shed in the garden where he would pick up 
a brush and stare at a canvas, letting go of everything he knew and allowing what was within to speak. And if 


Ryan wanted, he had his very own easel to do the same. The best examples passed from parent to child were 


those of loving communion..his mother had taught him well. 


Trevor and Alan had spent over an hour on the phone, treading softly through the landmine topic of Chris. 


Alan had sighed several times as Trevor revealed his suspicions. 


"That crowd he's running with, they're all knee-deep in blow and up all night, y'know? Like an endless party. Fish 
needs something to keep him occupied so he doesn't get caught up in it" 


"I think Alex is right, Trev," the other countered. "He needs an ultimatium. Think ‘bout it, if he'd really wanted 


to do something, like make another record on his own, then he would have. He's too far in this now." 
"Like an intervention, y'mean?" 
"Yeah, or something." 


But that something was to be quite another thing. Nothing motives so well as spite..and spite at one's former 


creative partner was the most potent of all. 


